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A PREFACE, 



le way, is rarely read : and yet to appear without one would be 
>n too much of the otr asswmplioe. I had rather see my little book 
irely upon its own merits, as indeed it must. I was induced to 
ce its compilation at the earnest solicitation of the Publishers, and 
I wish it success. 

say for this what I cannot say for any other collection of songs now 
whether foreign or domestic, and that is, it contains nothing t»- 
rctfone, or baeehanalian } and furthermore, besides several original 
■jae air <a tune to which the song is adapted is noted in almost 
stance throughout the work : — circumstances which must consider- 
lance its value. 

re examined between twenty-five and thirty volumes of the most 
American, English, Scotch, and Irish collections, with a great 
)f songs, arranged for the piano-forte 3 and have here brought to- 
ts the result of my labors, the choicest flowers of poesy— the gay, 
, and the pure j endeavoring by variety, to suit the appetite of 
x, BO (kr as that appetite may be tempered with modesty and high 
ntiment. 

* 60, little book, from this my solitude, 
I cast thee on the waters *, go thy ways j 
And if, as I believe, thy vein be good. 
The world will find thee after many days.' 

THE EDITOR. 

lence, September, IbSS. 
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MUSIC. 
WRTTTEK FOR THE BOUVEHIR BT 1. V. C 



Now the eve with pleaaure beametb, 
While the cheering notes aiiBe ; 

Or, haply now, the tear-drop streiinieUi, 
Ab Uie plaintive marmui dies. 

See, the eiBb«ttled gquadrona wheeling, 

Confliot'* deadly thondeis n\\\ 
Tbere Kteia mr-notea liudl; pes&nf^, 
Nerve tbs ami — inapiie we wnA^ 
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Music ! with thy various power, 
Charm the cares of life away ; 
Cottage, hall, and leafy bower, 
Own the magic of thy sway. 



GREEN HILLS OF TYROL. 

WAITTBN BT OEO. LINLET. — ^MUBIO BT O. BOBBin. 

Gbbsn hills of Tyrol ! again I see. 
The home of childhood so dear to me ', 
Again I press your verdant shade, 
Wnere oft my footsteps have wildly stray'd. 
Once more I am near him, 
My own one ! my fond one ! 
Again I shall hear him 
Love's accents repeat : 
While, to his sighs. 
My heart replies ; 

And eveiT fflance is soft and sweet, 
Green hiUs of T3nx)l ! &c. 

From yonder woodlands, sounding clear, 

His merry bugle note I hear : 

With eye of hawk, and falchion keen. 

He comes, he comes, my Tyrolien ! 

Once more I behold him. 

My dear one ! my fond one ! 

To my bosom I 'U fold him. 

My own TyroUen ! 

Haste ! haste my love ! why linger now ? 

The sun is shedding his parting glow ; 

The Chamois seeks his peacefm glade. 

And homeward wanders the mountain maid. 

Oh ! come then, and cheer me, 

My own one ! my fond one ! 

Again thou shalt hear me sing love's tender strain, 

l^iile every note, my lips repeat, 

As soft and sweet, thou 'It breathe again ; 

Then haste my love! whv linger now ? 

The sun is shedding, &c. 
Hark, hark, I hear his well-known cry, 
While answering echo makes reply. 
Now, now, he waves his soarf of green, 
He eonaea I he comes, my Tyrolien I 
Once maze I behold him, o&c. 
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THE LIGHT BARK. 

WBITTSN BT MISS BfAHONT.— MUSIC BT OBATSM. 

Otf ! said the stranger ; off, off! and away ! 
And away flew the fight bark o'er the silvery bay. 
We must reach ere to-morrow the far distant wave, 
The billows we '11 laugh at, the tempests we '11 brave. 

The young roving lovers — ^their vows have been given, 
Unsmiled o'er by mortals, but hallowed in heaven; 
She was Italy's daughter, I knew by her eye. 
It wore the bright beam tiiat illumines her sky. 
Off, said tne stranger, &c. 

And she has forsaken her palace and halls. 
For the chill breeze, and tne fight which nils 
O 'er the pure wave, from the heavens above. 
And their ^ding star was the bright star of love. 
Off, said the stranger, &c. 



THE STAR OF LOVE. 

Along the mountains of the west. 
The woods in misty twifight wave ; 

The eagle broods upon her nest. 
The hermit sits within his cave. 

The May-moth in the wild-flower sleeps. 
And sylvan urchins silent fie ; 

The fallow-deer its covert keeps. 
And drowsy shepherds homeward hie. 

No murmur from the thicket breaks. 
The night-enamored bird is mute ; 

While Love (a sweeter bird) awakes. 
And warbles from my lady's lute. 

Appear ! star after star appears — 
The brightest star that eye can see. 

When joy hath filled that eye with tears. 
Was never half so bright as thee. 
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THE SENTINEL. 



• • 



Air^—f Our bugles sang truce.' 

When I thought that the mom might a sad tale of sorrow 

Unfold to the maid, to my fond heart so dear ; 
And the moon which shone bright, on the eve of the morrow, 

Be dim to the eye which then view'd it so clear ; — 
My spirits smik low, and a feehn^ of dread 
Fell cold on mv heart, while I lodged on the dead — 
And thought that, like them, when my spirit was fled, 
I miglU^ ere long be gazed on, by foreigners, led, 
By glory or gold, to a country so dear. 

Not a drum, nor a trumpet, nor shot broke the still 
Of the night, or their aid to mv soul would impart ; 

But despair left me reckless of Fate's ffiddy will. 
For conscience had wound herself oeep in my heaCrt ; 

And my spirits sunk low, for the deeds 1 had done . 

To that hour, from the hour when my life's march begun, 

Passed dark o'er my soul, as a cloud o'er the sim ; 

And so tinged with red blood was the race I had run, 
That it curdled to ice the full stream of my heart. , 

Other scenes met my view, and I thought of the day 

When my bosom beat high, as my sword waved in air j 
And dastardlv fear to new coura^ gave way, 

While zeal took the place of the demon despair. 
Though my spirits arose, still I looked with regret 
On the brave, whose last pulse had but yesterday beat j 
And I swore, ere the sun, which then rose, should be set, 
In the gore of their foes my true steel should be wet. 
Or my spirit, like theirs, be exulting in air. 



BATTLE SONG. 

WBITTEN BT J. K. O. 
Air — 'Bruce's Address.' 

Hark ! the deep'ning voice of war, 
Hoarsely echos from afar, 
Forward ! and your weapons draw, 
Sons of Liberty ! 

Let your banners wave in air 
Let your hght'nings fiercely glare I 
Freely ev'ry danger share 
te. ^ For your Libettj* 



:.'■■ 
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Fieedom ! glorious, fair and bright ! 
T is for her ^ou dare the fi^ht ; 
Guard her with a giant might ! 
Sons of Liberty ! 

Never let the word be said, 
That in time of battle dread, 
Columbia's sons from danger fled, 
No! itshaUnotbe! 

• Where the death-storm thickest rains ! 

i . Where the earth shows reddest stains ! 

jl*^" There the Eagle still remains ! 
• * \ifc . Never turns to flee I 

* • See the foes now jjdeld the ground ! 

Their bravest lie in death around j — 
• ^ Let the trumpet's joyful sound, 
. * Shout for victory ! 



WHEN I'HY BOSOM HEAVES THE SIGH. 

A Duet. — ABBANOED BT A. BBAHAM . 

When thy bosom heaves the sigh, 
When the tear o'erflows thine eye, 
May sweet hope afford rehef. 
Cheer thy heart and calm thy grief. 



So the tender flower appears. 
Drooping wet with morning tears, 
Till the sunbeams' genial ray 
Chase the heavy dew away. 



EYES ! LIVING CRYSTALa 

ji Duet. t' 

Etes ! living crystals, strain'd with thought, 
O ! look — 'till dazzled si^ht decay ! 

Lips ! moving rubies, music-fraught, 
O ! breathe my soul in sighs away. 

My dream of hope ! mv crown of pleasure ! 

Thou only one in lire to me *, 
Coald riSed worlds amass theix tteas^xxQ) 
No ore nor gem should p\xich»aA \)bee« ^ 
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AWAY! AWAY! 

A Trio, 

Aw AT ! away ! 

We Ve crowned the day, 

The hounds are waiting for their pnj % 

The huntsman's call, 

Invites ye all, ' '^ 

Come in hoya while ye may. . -Jt/'^ 

The joUy horn, .:^^ 

The rosy mom. ,'^\* -y* 

With harmony 01 deep-moQth'dhouiidit *' 
These — these my boys, • 

Are sportsmen's joys, . ^ *•• . 

Our pleasure knows no bounds. •• • * * ; 



.• 



• 



rr IS NOT FOR THINE EYE. 

It is not for thine eye of blue. 
Nor for thy dark and glos^ hair, 

Nor for thy cheek of rosy hue^ 
Nor for thy lovely bosom fair, 

That I do love thee ; for to me^ 

There are &r brighter charms m thee ! 

But it is for thy gentle mind. 
Thy placid and expansive brow, 

Imagraatibn,' mild and kind. 
Which bums with clear, and fervid glow. 

That I do love thee ; and I see, 

A thousand matchless charms in thee ! 



THE MINUTE GUN AT SEA. 

Jt DueU—m *<THB SMUOeXJONP «AVE."~C0MP08SD bt 

MUma. Let him who si^i ih sadness here. 
Rejoice, md know a friend is near. 

HeariwdL Wm beavenly sounds are those I hear; 
WlMfc being oomes the gloom to cheer? 
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Iff. When in the storm on Albion's coast, 
The night-watch guards his wary post, 

From thoughts of danger firee, 
He marks some vessel's dusky fonn, 
And hears amid the howling storm, 
The minute gun at sea, 
find. The minute mm at sea. 

Bath. And hears amid me howling storm 
The minute gun at sea. 

find. Swift on the shore a hardy few 

The life-boat man with a gallant crew, 

And dare the dang'rous wave ; 
Through the wild surfthey cleave their way. 
Lost in the foam, nor know dismay— 
For they go the crew to save , 
Iti, For they go the crew to save. 

Bath. Lost in the foam, nor know dismay — 
For they go the crew to save. 

1st. But O what rapture fills each breast 

find. Of the Hopeless crew of the ship distiess'd ! 

Both. Then landed safe, what joys to tell 

Of all the dangers that befell ! — 
Xat. Then is heard hO more^. 

find. By the watch on the shore j ... * 

Both. Then is heard no moi?, by the watch *[nl*i;Iie shore. 
The minute gun at sea. 



OH NO! WE NEVER MENTION HER. 

FROM BATLT'S melodies.— ABBAirOED BT H. B. BISHOP. 

Oh, no ! we never mention her 3 

Her name is never heard ; 
Mylips are now forbid to speak 

That once familiar word. 
From sport to sport they hurry me, 

To banish my regret; 
And when they win a imile from me, 

They think that I forget. 

Thev bid me seek in ohamge of Boenei 

Tne charms that others see; 
But were I in a foreign land. 

They 'd find no change in me. 
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'T is true that I behold no more 
The valley where we met; 

I do not see the hawthorn tree^ 
But how can I forget ? 

They tell me she is happy now-— 

The ^yest of the gay ; 
They hmt that she forgets me; 

But I heed not what they say ; 
Like me perhaps she struggles with 

Each feehng of regret ; 
But if she loves as I nave loved, 

The never can forget. 



OH ! AM I THEN REMEMBERED. 

ANSWER TO THE ABOVE, COMPOSED BT J. BABHIT. 

Oh, am I then remembered still ? 

Remembered too, by thee ! 
<Jr am I quite forgot by one 

Whom I no more shall see .'* 
Yet say not so, for that would add 

Fresh anguish to my lot. 

dare not hope to be recalled — 
: ei would not be forgot. 

Had they who parted us but known 

How hearts like ours can feel. 
They would have spared us both a paiig 

Beyond theiif power to heal. 
I know not if thy heart retains 

Its wonted warmth or not : 
Though I 'm forbid to think of thee— ' 

Thou 'It never be forgot. 

Mayst thou enjoy that peace of mind 

VvTiich I can never luiow ; 
If that 's denied, my prayer shall be, 

That I may share thy wo. 
Where'er thou art, my every wish 

Will linger o'er that spot; 
My every thought will be of thee, 

Though I may be forgot. 

If we should meet in after years, 

Thou 'It find that I am changed : 
My eyetf grown dim, my cheek grown pale, 
Jbut not my faith estranged. 
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From memory's page the hand of death 

Alone thy name shall blot ; 
Forget, forsake me, if thou wilt — 

Thou *lt never be forgot 



THE SWITZER»S SONG OF HOME. 

t BT TBI TTK0LE8I FAMILY, RAINEH.— ABRAITGED BT J. l^pfCHBLLBS. 

Wht, Oh ! why my heart this sadness ? 
Why, 'mid scenes like these decline ? 
Where all, tho' strange, is joy and gladness, 
Say, what wish can yet be thine ? 
Oh ! say what wish can yet be thine ? 

All that 's dear to me is wanting. 

Lone and cheerless here I roam ; 
The stranger's joys howe'er enchanting, 
To me can never be like Home, 
To me can never be like Home. 

Give me those ' I ask no othier, 

Those that bless the humble dome 
Where dwell my Father and my Mother, 
Give, Oh ! give me back my Home, — 
My own, my own dear native Home. 



THE BROKEN VOW. 

adaptBd to music. 

* Fare thee well ! and if forever, 
Still forever fare thee well ! ' 
Though our plighted hands must sever, 
In my heart thy love shall dwell. 

Yet take back each dear love-token. 
You so freely, fondly gave ; 
Since the vow they pledged is broken, 
Why should I its rums save ! 

Fare thee well ! smile on as gaily 
Ajb in moments passed with me I 
Still my prayers to Heaven shall daoVy , 
Bleaainga cxave to rest on ihtt. 
2 
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Life with me hath lost its sweetneasy 
With the visions fancy gave ; 
And a few wing'd vears of fleetnew, 
May reveal my early grave ! 



THE GALLANT TROUBADOUIL 

WRITTm BT SIR WALTER SCOTT. — ^ARRAJfOSD TO A. 

Glowing with love, on fire for fame, 

A troubadour, that hated sorrow, | 

Beneath his lady's window came, 

And thus he sung his last ^ood morrow >— g 

* My arm it is my country's n^ht, 

My heart is in my true love s bower; 
Gaily for love and tame to fiffht. 
Befits the gallant Troubadour ! ' 

And while he inarched, with helm on head, 

And harp in hand, the descant rung, 
As, faithml td his fiiv'rite maid, I. 

The minstrel burden still he sung : 

* My arm it is my country's right, | IS 

My heart is in my lady's bower ; 
Resolved for love and fame to fight, 
I come, a gallant Troubadour ! ' 

Even when the battle-roar was deep. 
With dauntless heart he hewed his way, 

'Mid spUntering lance and falchion sweep, 
And still was heard the warrior lay : — 

* My life it is my countiy's right. 

My heart is in my laciy's bower ; 
For love to die, for fame to fight, 
Becomes the valiant Troubadour ! ' 

Alas ! upon the bloody field 

He fell beneath the foeman's glaive ; 
But still reclining on his shield, 

Expiring sung the exulting stave :— • 

* My life it is my country's nght, 

Mv heart is in my lady's bower ; 
For love and fame to fall in fight, 
Becomes the valiant Troubadour ! * 
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THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

WSimV ■¥ KEY. CH18. WOLFB.— MUSIO BY THOf. WILLI AMU. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note. 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried ; 

Not a soldier discharged ms farewell-shot « 

O'er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly, at dead of night, 

The sods with our bayonets turning } 
By the struggling moon-beam's misty light, 

And the intern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 
Not in sheet nor in shroud we wound him; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest — 
With his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said. 

And we spoke not a word, of sorrow ; 
But we steadfastly eazed on the face that was dead, 

And we bitterly mought of the morrow, ' 

We thought, as we hollow'd his narrow bed, 

And smooth' d down his lonely pillow, 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head. 

And we far away on the billow. 

Lightly they '11 talk of the spirit that 's gone, 

•3jia o'er his cold ashes upbraid him ; 
But little he '11 reck if they let him sleep on. 
In the graye where a Briton has laid nim. 

But half of our heayy task was done. 
When the clock struck the hour for retiring; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We caryed not a line, and we raised not a stone^^ 
But we lefl him alone with his glory ! 

2« 



SOUVENIR mNSTREL. 



I 



GOOD-BY. 

MUSIC BY BLBWITT. ,*" 

I CAir bid you good morning, ?ood day, or good Ilig■l^i %.. V 
At expense ofjperhaps one raint sign, : . • 

Since I know a few hours will renew my delight >— 
But, oh ! when I bid you good-by — 

My tongue becomes dull, and my heart becomes chiU 
And warm tears shut out light from each eye ; 

My soul feels forebodings of (&adUest ill, 
When I try, love, to bid you good-by. 

Then send me not from you, love, do let me stay, 
For I can 't speak the word if I try j , 

Mom and eve I will wish you good night and good day, 
But I can 't nor I won 't say good-by ! 



DEAR NATIVE HOME. 

WBITTEN BT BALL. — ADAPTED TO A FRBKCH MELOD7. 

Far o'er the wave, as mom's sofl beam, returning. 

Slowly unveiled the well-remembered shore, 
How swelled my heart, with eager fancies burning, 
Dreams of past joys, and hopes of priceless store ! 
Sweet home, receive me ! 

Faithful I come. 
Never to leave thee, 
Dear native home ! 

Vainly for me Love's signal radiance bright'ning, 
Flamed from his altars o'er my truant way, — 

Absent from thee — the summer s beauteous lightDing 
Less harmful played not round the fading £y. 
Sweet home, &c. 

• 

Cease, ye who sing the wand'rer*s heartless pleamues ! 

Leave, leave my path ! — ^no more, no more I roam j 
Here hves a cJ^arm, worth all uncounted treasures, — 

Here breathes the sight of welcome, — ^welcome home ! 
Sweet home &c. 
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* Brinff forth.' cries the Monarch, ' the vessek of gold, 
Which my father tore down from the temples of old ;«- 
Bring forth, and we '11 drink, while the trumpets are blowiii 
To me Gods of bright silver, of gold, and of stone : 
^riinr forth ! ' — and before hun the vessels all shine, 
p' AvQAB bows mito Baal, and he drinks the dark wine; 
^ " Whilst the trumpets bray, 

And the cymbals ring, — 
^•: 'TMiey praise to Belshazzar, fielshazzar t|ie king ! ' 

JWno what cometh — ^look, look ! — ^without menace, or call ? 
Who writes, with the Lightning^s bright hand, on the wall? 
What pierceth the King, like the point of a dart > 
What drives the bold blood from his cheek to his heart? 
*■ Chaldeans ! Magicians ! the letters expound ! ' 
They are read, — and Belshazzar is dead on the ground ! 

Hark ! — The Persian is come 

On a conqueror's wing ;. . m 

And a Mede 's on the throne of Belshazzar the king t ' 



THE EVENING STAR. 

WBITTSN BT B. CORNWALL. — ^MUSIO BT THB CHEV. miUKOHM 

The Evening Star, the lover's star. 
The beautiful star comes hither ! 

He steereth his bark 

Through the azure dark, 
And brings us the bright blue weather, — ^Love ! 

The bevitLful bright blue weather. 

The birds lie dumb, when the night stars come, 
And Silence broods o'er the covers ; 

But a voice now wakes 

In the thorny brakes. 
And singeth a song for lovers, — Love ! 

A sad sweet song for lovers ! 

It nngcth a song, of gjief and wrong, 
A passionate song Tor others; 
Yet its own sweet pain 
Can never be vain. 
If it 'wakeneth love in others, — ^Love ! 
It 'wakeneth love in others; 
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I LOVE THE VILLAGE CHURCH. 

I LOVE the village churchy 

With its ivy mantled tower ; 
And rustic forms around the porch, 

At the Sabbath's holy hour. 
The music of the bell. 

O'er the pleasant valley stealing, 
And the. simple prayer tnat breat&Js bo well 

The pure neart^s fervent feeling.'^ 

I love the village green, 

Where, after hours of labor, 
At eve the young and old are seen, 

With merry pipe and tabor. 
The banquet is not spread, 

As it is in courtly palacei; 
But nature, o'er the spot, has shed 

Her own peculiar graces. 



THE LIGHT-HOUSE. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

The scene was more beautiful far to mj eye, 

Than if day in its pride had arrayed it, 
The land breeze blew mild, and the azure arched sky 

Looked puse as the spirit that made it : 
The murmur rose soft as I silently gazed 

In the shadowy waves' plavful motion, 
From the dim distant hill, 'till the light-hooae fire blazed 

Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 

No looser the joy of the sailor boy's bnut 

Wasneard in his wildly breathed numbers, 
The sea-bird had flown to her wave girdled nest. 

The fisherman sunk to his slumbers : 
One XDament I looked from the hill's gentle slope, 

Aflhushed was the billows' commotion, 
And thought that ike light-house looked lovely as hope, 

Tbit star of life's tremulous ocean. 

The time is long past, and the scene is afar, , 

Tet when my head rests on its piUow, 
WIU memoiyaometimeB rekindle th^ star 

That blazed oa the breast of the bVHow ; 
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I life's clomng hour, when the trembling aoul flieSi 
And death stills the heart's last emotion; 
then may the seraph of mercy aiisey 
Like a star on eternity's ocean. 



TYROLESE EVENING HYMN. 

WOBDS BT MRS. HSMANS.-^SCUSIO BT SMM nRIB. 



Come to the simset tree ! 

The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe hes free, 

The reaper's work is done. 
The twilight star to heaven, 

And the summer dew to flowers, 
And rest to us is given 

In the cool refreshing bowers. 
Come to the sunset tree, &c. 

Sweet is the hour of rest, 

Pleasant the wind's low sigh; 
The gleaming of the west. 

And the turf whereon we lie. ' 
When the burden of the heat 

Of labor's task is o'er, 
And kindly voices greet. 

The tired one at his door. 

Come to the sunset tree, &c. 

Yes, tuneful is the sound 

That dwells in whispering boughs; 
Welcome the freshness round. 

And the ^e that fans our brows. 
Then, though the wind an altered tone 

Through the yoimg foliage bear, 
Though every flower of something gone, 

A tinge nMiy wear ; 

CoBoe to the sunset tree, &c. 



THE VESPER HYMN. 

BU88IAN AIR. 

Hark, the vesper hymn is stealing 
O'er the waters, soft and clear — 

Nearer yet, and nearer pealing, 
Now It bunts upon the ear : 
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Jubilate , ^Amen. 

Farther now, now farther stealing, 
Soft it £uies upon the ear. 

Now, like moonlight waves retreating 
To the shore, it dies along; 

Now like angry surges meeting, 
Breaks the mingled tide of song. 

Hark ! again like waves retreating 
To the shore, it dies along. 



OFT IN THE STH^LY NIGHT. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Oft in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber's chain has bound me, 
Fond memory brings the light 
Of other days around me ; 
The smiles, the tears of boyhood's years, 

The words of love then spoken, 
The eyes that shone, now dimmed and gone. 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus in the stilly night, &c. 

When I remember all 

The friends so linked together, 
I 'ye seen around me fall. 

Like leaves in winter weather, 
I feel like one, who treads alone 

Some banquet hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, whose gariaq|d''8 dead 
And all but me departed. 

Thus in the stilly night, &c. - 



HOME, SWEET HOME. 

▲ POPULAR FaVOBITE. 

' Mn> pleajsures and palaces, though we may roam. 
Be it ever so humble, there 's no place like nome ; 
A chann from the skies, seems to hallow us there, 
Whichi seek through the world, is ne'er met with elsewfa 
^, Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 

There 'a do place like home. 



SOUVENIR MINSTREL. 93 

I gaze on the moon, as I trace the drear wild. 
Am feel that mj parent now thinks of her child ; 
She looks on that moon from our own cottage door, 
Through woodbines whose fragrance shall cheer me no move. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, &o. 

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in yain, 
i^ve me my lowly, thatched cottage again; 
The birds singing gaily that came at my call, 
Give me them with the peace of mind, dearer than all. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, &c. 



THE MISLETOE. 

WIITTSN BT B. COBMWALL.— MUSIC BT THK OHBT. HIUKOIOI. 

When winter nifhts grow lon^. 
And winds wiuiout blow cold, 
We sit in a ring round the warm wood-fire| « 

And listen to stories old ! 
And we try to look grave, (as maids should be,) 
When the men bring in boughs of Uie Liiurel-tree. 
Of the Laurel f the wergreea tree ! 
The Poets have laurels, — artd why not wef 

How pleasant, when night falls down, 

And hides the wintry sun, 
To see them come in to the blazing fire, 

And know that their work is done ; 
Whilst many brinff in, with a laugh or rhyme, 
Green brancnes of Holly for Christmas time ! 
thB Holly f the bright green Holly ! 
It tdts (like a tongue) uuU the times arejoUy! 

Sometimes — (In our grave house, 

' Observe, this happeneth not ;) 

But, at times, the evergreen laurel boughs 
Ajad the holly are ^forgot ! 

And then ! what then ? why, the men laugh low, 

And hang up a branch o^—the Misletoe ! 

Ohf brave is the hemrd ! and brave is the HtOyt 
But the Misletoe banisheth melancholy f 
J3hy nobody knowSy nor ever shall know 
What is done — under the Midetoe ! 
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i. 



THE KISS. 

WORDS BT BTRON.— MUSIC BT NATBAJT. 

The kiss^ dear maid^ thy lips have left, 

Shall never part from mine, 
Till happier hours restore the gift 

Untamted back to thine. 
The parting glance that fondly gleamS| 

An equw love may see, 
The tear that from the eyelid streams 

Can weep no change in me. 

The kiss, &o. 

I ask no pledge to make me blest, 

In gazing when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast, 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 
By day or night, in weal or wo, 

That heart no longer free, 
Must bear the love it cannot show, 

And silent ache for thee. 

The kiss, &o. 



SANDY O'ER THE LEA. 

Air^^ Comin* thro* the rye." 

I wiiOfA marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lea; 
I winna marry ony man but Sand v o*er the lea : 
I winna hae the dominee, for guid he canna be. 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lea, 
*For he's ay a-kissin^, kissing, ay a-kissmg me ; 
He's ay a-kissing, kissing, ay a-kissing me. 

I winna hae the minister, for all his ^odly looks, 
Nor yet will I the lawyer hae, for a' his wily crooks ; 
I winna hae the ploughman lad, nor yet will I the nuUer, 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, without a penny siller. 

For he's ay a-kissing, &c. 

1 winna hae the soldier lad, for he gangs to the war ; 
1 winna hae the sailor lad, because ne smells o' tar; 
1 winna hae the lord nor laird, for a' their meikle gear. 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the muir. 

For he's ay a-Vufi&mg, &«< 



SOUVENIR MINSTREL. 35 



MEET ME BY MOONUGHT. 

WRITTEN AND C0MP08SD BT J. A. WASB. 

MxET me bj moonlight alone, 

And then I will teU jou a tale 
Must be told by the moonlight alone, 

In the grove at the end of the vale ; 
You must promise to come, for I said 

I would show the night flowers their qneen. 
Nay, turn not away thy sweet head, 

'T is the loveliest ever was seen. 
Oh ! meet me by moonlight alone. 

Daylight may do for the gay. 

The thoughtless, the heartless, the free ; 
But there *s something about the moon's ray, 

That is sweeter to you and to me. 
Oh ! remember be sure to be there. 

For though dearly a moonlight I prize, 
I care not tor all in the air. 

If I want the sweet light of your eyei.- 
So meet me by moonlight alone. 



1 HAVE LOVED THEE. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

I HA.VE loved thee, dearly loved thee, 

Through an age of worldly wo. 
How ungrateful! have proved thee, 

Let my mournful exile show. . 
Ten long years of anxious sorrow. 

Hour by hour I counted o'er. 
Looking forward till to-morrow. 

Every day I loved thee more. 

Power nor splendor could not charm me 

I no joy in wealth could see, 
Nor could threats or fears alarm me, 

Save the fear of losing thee : 
When the storms of fortune pressed thee, 

I have wept to see thee weep, 
When relentleas cares distressed thee, 
I have lulled thoee cares to sleep. 
3* 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO' TARA'S HALLS. 

Air — * Onmachree.* 

The harp that cmce thro' Tan's haUi, 

The soul of music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls 

As if that soul were fled. 
So sleeps the pride of former days. 

So jglory's tnrill is o 'er ; 
And hearts that once beat high for pnise, 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and ladies hiighty 

The harp of Tara swells ; 
The chord alone, that breaks at night. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus freedom now so seldom wakes ; 

The only throb she ffives, 
Is when some heart indicant breaks, 

To show that still she lives. 



MARCH TO THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Ait^'OH in the sUUy night.* 

March to the battle field, 

The foe is now before us ; 
Each heart is freedom's shield, 
And heav'n is smiling o 'er us. 
The woes and pains, 
The galling chains. 
That keep our spirits under. 
In proud disdain, 
We 've brok'n again, 
And tore ea^h link asunder. 

March to the, &e. 

Who, for his country brave. 

Would fly from her ii\vaaer ? 
Who, his base life to save. 
Would, traitOT-like, degrade her? 
Our hallowed cause, 
Our home and laws, 
'Gainst tyrant power sustainiag. 
We '11 gain a crown . 
Of bright renown, 
Or die— our rights maintaining ! 

March to \£&, 4p|- 



N 
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BONNY BOAT. 

WBITTBN BT JOAKK A. BAILIE.— ABSAXaKD BT J. T, HAVO&t 

Oh BWifUjr glides the bonny boot, 

Just parted from the shore, 
And to the fitters' chotus note, 

Soft inoTes the dipping oaor ; 
Their toils are borne wiu happy cheer, 

And ever may they speed, ' 
That feeble age, and helpmate dear, 

And tender baimies feed. 

We cast our lines in Largo bay, 

Our nets are floatmg wide, 
Our bonny boat with yielding sway 

Rocks lightly on the tide ; 
And happy prove its daily lot 

Upon the summer sea, 
And blest on land ova kindly cot, 

Where all our treasures be. 

We cast our lines in Largo biy, &c. 

The mermaid on her rock may tingy 

The witch may weave her charm, 
But water sprite nor eldrich thing 

The bonny boat can harm ; 
It safely bears its scaly store 

Through many a stormy gale, 
While joyAil shouts rise from the shore. 

Its homeward prow to hail. 

We cast our lines in Largo \mf, 4uu 



BIALTESE BOATMAN'S SONG. 

MUSIC BT L. DBVEBBAUZ. 

See, brothers, see, how the night comes on. 

Slowly sinks the setting sun. 

Hark ! how the solemn vesper's sound 

Sweetly falls upon the ear ; 
Then haste let us work till the daylight 's o*er. 
Then fold our nets as we row to the shore. 
Our toil and danger being o'er — 
How sweet the boatman's welcome home ! 
Home, home, home, the boatman's 'wc\comi&\tfnGA. 
Sweet, O sweet, the boatman's 'we\coaM&^Ci9U^\ 
Then haste, let ufi work, &c. 
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See how the tints of daylight die ; 

How sweet to hear the tender sigh i 

O when the toil of labor 's o'er, 

Row, swiftly row to the shore ! 
Then haste, let us work till the daylight 's o'efy 
Then fold our nets as we row to the shore. 
For fame or gold where'er we roam, 
No sound so sweet as welcome home, 
Home, home, home, the boatman's welcome home! 
Sweet, O sweet, the boatman's welcome home ! 
Then haste, let us work, &o. 



OH, MERRY ROW. 

▲DAFRb JLKD ABSANOKD BT JOHN PAIkT. 

Oh ! merry row ! Oh ! merry row, 

The bonnie, bonnie bark ! 
Bring back my love to calm my wo. 

Before the night grows dark. 
My Donald wears a bonnet blue, 
A bonnet blue, a bonnet blue, 
A snow white rose upon it too; 

A highland lad is he. «. 

Then merry row. Oh \ merry row, 

The bonnie, bonnie bark ; 
Oh ! merry row the bonnie, bonnie bark^ 
And brmg him safe to me ! 

As on^the pebbly beach I stray 'd. 

Where rocks and shoals preirau, 
I thus o'erheard a lowland maid, 

Her absent love bewail. 
A storm arose — the waves ran high. 

The waves ran high, the waves ran high, 
And dark and murky was the sky; 
■The wind did loudly roar. 
. But they merry row'd the bonnie bark, 
The bonnie bark, the bonnie bark. 
They merry row'd the bonnie, bonnie barky 
And brought her love on shore. 
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CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

WRITTBir BT T. MOOSE. 

Faihtlt as tolls the evening chimey 

Our voices keep tune, and pur oars keep time. 

Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We '11 sin^, at Saint Ann's* our parting hymn. 

Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 

The rapids are near, and the daylight *b post 

Why should we yet our sails unfurl ? 
There 's not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But, when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh ! sweetly we '11 rest our weary oar. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near and the daylight *B past 

Utawa's tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see us float o'er thy surges soon ; 
Saint of this green isle, hear our prajr^n, 
Oh, grant us cool heavens, and favoring airs ! 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fiMt, 
The rapids are near and the daylight's past 



• NEVA BOATMEN'S SONG. 

COHPOnCD BT O. ■. BM>B]r. 

Datlioht fades, 
Ev'ning shades 
O'er the silent waters creep; 
Winds arise. 
And with flighs, 
Wake the stream from slmnbers deep : 
Swift o'er the Neva tides, 
Mark, how our vessel glides, 
O'er the curled waves she rides, 
Scattering pearl-drops from her 
Brothers, row. 
Whilst the glow 
Of twilight sheds a parting beam, 
'Till our lay 
Fades away. 
And dies upon the Neva stream. 
Eve nas paas'd 
And shades at last, 
Round the darkening waten ciHoM^ 
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Yet one star 

Shines afar, 
Gilding ey'ir wave that flows. 
Soon shall the hand of nifirht, 
Hane up her crescent lignt; 
Mild^ yet with splendor bright. 
Chasing ey'ry gloom from si^t. 

Brothers, row, &o. 



VENETIAN BOAT-SONG. 

Ths dajbeam is oyer the sea, 

Oh haste every bark, to the shore; 
No jo J in the morning can be, 

With moonlight our pleasure is o'eti 
Perhaps it is sweet on the hills 

To watch how the daylight appears, 
To see it all bright in the nils, 

And shining urough night's dewy lean. 

But oh ! in the wild hour of night, 

Whcfn loud winds are hushed to a bieeWy 
With music and moon-beams so bright, 

'T is heaven to glide o'er the seas. 
How sweet 'tis to watch the bright glow, 

And taste the wild freshness of heaven; 
How sweet 'tis to gaze on below 

The likeness the blue wave has given. 

To breathe the soft night air, perfiim'd 

With the sighs of the groves on the shorey 
To see how the moon has illum'd 

The droppings that fall from the oar 
Such pleasures the mom never gave, 

'Then haste, every Gondolet, on, 
Oh, who would remain on the wave 

When moonlight and music are gone. 



SEE OUR OARS WITH FEATHER'D SPRAT. 

OILBBBATBD BOAT OLBS.— C0MP08BD BT SIB J. A.. STEVBHBOV. 

See our oars with feather'd spray, 
Sparkle in the beam of day, 
Jn our little bark we glide, 
Swiftly o'er the silent tide ; 



{ 



SOUVENIR IflNSTRBL. 

From yonder lone and rockj shore, 
The warrior hermit to restore > 
And sweet the morning breezes blow. 
While thus in measored time we row. 



MY BEAUTIFXJL JEAN. 

WOBDS BT J. J. WILLSON. — ^ISISH MKLOmr. 

Slow broke the mom o'er the eastern hills glintin*, 
White o*er the linns fell the foam o' the bum, 

The lay'rock and mavis their carols were chantin', 
When lanely I.wander'd my sorrow to mourn. 

Sweet bloom'd the heather aman^ the green buckan, 
Dew-deck'd the gowan and daisy were seen ; 

But a flow*ret I miss'd there, the queen too I reckon, 
Of a' bonnie blossoms, my beautiful Jean. 

For Jeanie had fallen as droops the fair lily, 
Or mild-blushing rose 'neath the delujnn£ rain ; 

For Jeanie had fallen, the sw(^t maid of Kmie, 
In trusting to many and doubting of ane. 

Sing on, thou blithe lav'rock, thy song to the momin', 
Tne tears of remembrance shall flow frae my e'en. 

Bloom on, ye wild flowers, the breckan adomin', 
Ye 'U mind me in sorrow of beautiful Jean. 



AMELIA BIRD. 

WOaOS BT BBULBB. 

Air^-^ Oh no ! we nerer mention her.' 

Oh ! yes, I love to mention her, 

I do, upon my word ! 
I *m only happy when I speak 

Of Miss Amelia Bird. 
It, in the fields near Primrose-hill, 

One summer's day occurr'd, 
I saw and lov'd, and first did speak 

To Miss Amelia Bird. 

I ask'd her if she in the fields 

Saw charms that others see ', 

To which she archly did replT9 

^8be 8SLW no channs in me? 
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And thus the introduction o*er, 

All shyness was absurd, 
And soon I learnt the residence 

Of Miss AmeUa Bird. 

Said she, * I live at Harapstead now. 

Beyond the Load of Hay ; 
My nither keeps a ffood milch cow, 

And deals in curds and whey.' 
Said she, * I do prefer the whey—** 

^d I, * I love the curd ; 
But what than that much more I loye. 

Is you, Amelia Bird.' 

She soon confess'd a mutual flame 

And me a keepsake five ; 
And I gave her a hanc&erchief 

Which cost me shillings five : 
A virtuous woman 's worth a croteii, 

As often I have heard ; 
But worth, I think, a sovereign 

Is Miss Amelia Bird. 

Although I 'm far from Hampstead now^ 

And may be farther yet, 
And do not see her nor the cow, 

Yet how can I forget ? 
But, perhaps, like me, she may be here, 

And see me unobserv'd — 
What ecstacy 't would be to me 

To see AmeHa Bird ! 



THE ROSE OF ALLANDALE. 

« 

. WBITTSN BT CHARLXS JBFFERT. — MU8IO BT S. WBIJKM, 

m 

^ .. The mom was fair, the skies were clear, 
J V No breath came o'er the sea. 

When Mary left her highland cot 

And wander'd forth with me : 
rhouffh flowers deck'd tlie mountain's side 

And fragrance fill'd the vale, 
By far the sweetest flower there 
Was the Rose of Allandale. 

Where'er I wander'd, east or west, 

Though fate began to lour, 
A solace still was she to me 
la Borrow'a lonely hour * 
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When tempests lash'd our gallant bark 

And rent her shiv'ring sail, 
One maiden form withstood the stomfr— 

'Twasthe Rose of Allandale. 

And when my fever 'd lips were parched. 

On Afric's burning sand, 
She whispered hopes of happiness 

And tales of distant land : 
My Ufe had been a wilderness, 

Unblest by fortune's sale, 
Had not fate link'd inv lot to hers — 

The Rose of Allandale. 



THE MISSELTOE BOUGH. 

COMPOSED BT H. S. BISHOP. 

misseltoe hun^ in the castle hall, 
holly branch shone on the old oak- wall ; 
the Daron's retainers were blithe and gay^ 
keeping their Christmas holiday : 
baron l^held with a father's pnde, 
»eautiful child, young LoveFs bride ; 
e she with her oright eyes, seemed to be 
star of the goodly company. 

Oh ! the misseltoe bough ! 

weary of dancing now,* she cried ; 
B tarry a moment — I '11 hide — I '11 hide ! 
Lovel, be sure thou art first to trace 
clue to my secret lurking place.' — 
f she ran — and her friends began 
tower to search, and each nook to scan ; 
young Lovel cried, * oh ! where dost thou hide ? 
onesome without thee, my own dear bride.* 
Oh ! the misseltoe bough ! 

sought her that night ! and they sought her next day 1 
they sought her in vain when a week pass'd away ! 
e highest — ^the lowest — the loneliest spot 
ig Lovel sought wildly — ^but found her not. 
years flew by, and their grief at last — 
told as a sorrowful tale long past; 
when Lovel appcar'd the children cried, 
' the old man weeps for his fairy bride.* 
Ob ! the misseltoe boughl 
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At length an oak chest that had long lain Ind, 
Was found in the castle—Thej raiaM the hd— 
A skeleton form lay mouldering there, 
In Ihe bridal wreath of the ladj fair ! 
Oh ! sad was her fate ! in sportive jest 
She hid from her lord in the old oak chest — 
It clos'd with a spring ! — and her bridal bloom 
Lay withering there m a living tomb. 
Oh ! the misseltoe bou^ ! 



THE GAZELLE. 

WORDS BT MOORB. — ARRAVQBD BT H. B. BISHOP 

Dost thou not hear the silver beU, 
Thro' yonder lime-trees ringing, 

'T is my lady's light gazelle, 
To me her love thoughts bringing ; 

All the while that silver bell 
Ajound his dark neck ringing. 

See, in his mouth he bears a wreatfa| 
My love hath kiss'd in tying, 

Oh ! what tender thoughts beneath 
Those silent flowers are lying ! 

Hid within the njystic wreath 
My love hath kiss'd in tying. 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee, 

And joy to her the fairest, 
Who thus sends her soul to me 

In every leaf thou bearest. 
Welcome dear gazelle to thee, 

And joy to her the fairest. 

Hail ! ye living, speaking flowers, 
That breathe or her who bound ye, 

Oh ! *t was not in fields or bowers, 
'T was on her lips she found ye. 

Tes ! ye blushing speaking flowers, 
'T was on her lips she found ye. 
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I'D BE A BUTTERFLY. 

COMPOSBD BT T. H. BATLXT. 

I'd be a butterfly, bom in a bower. 

Where roees, and lilies, and violets meet : 
Royin^ forever from flower to flower, 

And kissing all buds that are pretty and tweet. 
I'd never lan^sh for wealth, or for power, 

I'd never sifh to see slaves at my feet; 
I'd be a buttemy, bom in a bower, 

Kissing all buds that are pretty and Bweety 
I'd be a butterfly, I'd be a butterfly, 

Kissing idl buds that are pretty and sweet. 

Oh, could I pilfer the wand of a fairy, 

I'd have a pur of those beautiful wings ; 
Their summer day's ramble is sportive and airy, 

They sleep in a rose when the nightiib^e smgs. 
Those who have wealth, must be watchful and wary, 

Power, alas ! nought but misery brings ; 
I'd be a butterfly, sportive and airy, 

Rock'd in a rose when the nightingale sings, 
I'd be a butterfly, I'd be a butterfly, 

Rock'd in a rose when the nightingale sings. 

Whatj though you tell me each gay little rover 

Shrmks from the breath of the first autumn day ; 
Surely 't is better, when summer is over. 

To die, when all fair thin^ are fading away ; 
Some in life's winter may tod to discover, 

Means of procuring a weary delay. 
I'd be a butterfly, living a rover. 

Dying when fiur thii^ are fading awsy, 
I'd be a butterfly, I'd be a butterfly, 

Dying when fair things are Aiding away. 



HURRAH ! FOR THE EMERALD ISLE. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

There 's a health to the friends that are far. 

There 's a health to our friends that are near, 
Here 's to those who rank first in the war, 
' Oh the brave hearts that never knew {e«x\ 
Here 'a to bim who for freedom first dxa.Y7«, 
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And here 's to the heart free from euile, 
The patriot, friend to his horae and his laws. 
Who stands bj liis own native isle. 

Then Hurrah ^br the Emerald Isle ! 

And here 's to the bosom's bright glow. 

When the banner of liberty waves; 
And here 's may she conquer her foe, 

Ere the sons of her glory be slaves ! 
Then here 's to the friends all ajround, 

The emblem of Erin's rich soil, 
And oh ! may they ever, when wanted, be fband 

To stand by their own native isle. 

Then Hurrah for the Emendd Isle ! 



REST, WARRIOR, REST. 

COMPOSED BY M. KBLLT. 

He comes from the wars, from the red field of fight! 
He comes through the storm, and the darkness of night! 
For rest and for refuge now fain to implore. 
The warrior bends low at the cottager s door ; 
Pale, pale is his cheek, there 's a gash on his brow. 
His locks o'er his shoulders distractedly How ; 
And the fire of his heart shoots by fits from his eye, 
Like a languishing lamp, that just flashes to die. 

Rest, warrior rest. 

Sunk in silence and sleep in the cottager's bed. 
Oblivion shall visit the war- weary head ; 
Perchance he may dream, but the vision shall tell. 
Of his lady-love's bower and her latest farewell ; 
Love's illusion shall banish the battle's alarms, 
He shall dream that his mistress Ues locked in his arms ; 
He shall feel on his lips the sweet warmth of her kiss-— 
Ah ! warrior, awake not ! such slumber is bliss ! 

Rest, warrior, rest. 
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SOLDIER'S TEAR. 

WBITTBir BT T. H. BATLBT.— MUSIC BT ALKX. LKB. 

e hill he tiim*d, to take a last fond look 

"alley, and the village church, and the cottage by the brook; 

a'd to the sounds so familiar to his ear, 

I soldier lean'd upon his sword, and wiped away a tear. 

hat cottage porch, a girl was on her knees, 
1 aloft a snowy scarf, which flutter' d in the breeze : 
ith'd a prayer for him, a prayer he could 'nt hear; 
Niused to bless her as she knelt, and wiped away a tear ? 

*d and. left the spot, Oh ! do not deem him weak, 

itless was the-soldier's heart, though tears were on his cheek? 

h the foremost ranks, in danger s dark career, 

the hand most daring there, has wiped away a tear ? 



THE MULETEER. 

MUSIC BT 8. NELSON. 

Soon as the sun his early ray 

Across the misty mountain flings ; 
The Muleteer now takes his way, 

And merrily thus he sweetly smgs : 
Oh haste, my mules, we must not creep. 

Nor saunter on so slow ; 
Our journey 's Ion?, the mountain steep, 

We 've many a league to go. 

At fall of eve, his labor o'er, 

He home\if ord hastes, and sings with glee ', 
My mules, speed to my cottage door. 

For there my Lill^, waits for me. 
Speed on, my mules, the sun sets fast, 

The shades of night I see ; 
There 's many a league yet to be pass'd, 

And Lilla waits for me. 
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THE MULETEER'S RETURN. 

MU8I0 BT 8. NBLSON 

*Ti8 night — ^where strays my mnleteet? 

Ah ! why does he from LOla loam? 
For well he knows m^ heart is drear. 

When he is from his mountain home ; 
But, soil ! what music greets mine ear ? 

What strain comes o er the dell ? 
Oh ! joy to me, the night-winds bear 

Tlie sound of distant bell. 

Oh ! speed ye, mules, the queen of night 

Hath kiss'd the sparkling mountain rills, 
And spread her fiiirest robes of light, 

To guide ye o'er the dreary hiUs. 
They come ! they copie ! their tramp I hear, 

Their weary forms J see, 
And soon they '11 bear my muleteer 

In joy again to me. 



VALE CRUCIS. 

WBITTSN BY MB. B0800X. 

Vale of the cross, the shepherds tell 
*Tis sweet within thy woods to dwell, 
For there are sainted shadows seen, 
That frequent haunt the dewy green. 
In wandering winds the dirge is sung. 
The convent bell by spirits rung. 
And matin hymns and vesper prayer 
Break softly on the tranquU air. 

Vale of the cross, the shepherds tell 
'T is sweet within thy woods, to dwell. 
For peace has there her spotless throne. 
And pleasures to the world unknown ; 
The murmurs of the distant rills. 
The Sabbath silence of the hills, 
And all the quiet God hath given 
Without the golden gates of Yiea^yen. 
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SLEEP, GENTLE LADY. 

A SKRKNAOE. 

Sleep, gentle lady, flowers are closing, 

The very winds and waves reposing ; 

O, let our soft and soothing numbers 

Wrap thee in sweeter, sof^r slumbers ! 

Peace be around thee, lady bright. 

Sleep, while we sing — good night, good night ! 

THE MERRY MOUNTAIN PIPE. 

The merry mountun pipe 

Sounds sweetly on the hill ; 
In memory oft I hear. 

Its lingering echoes still. 
Dear are the days long past, 

With those that now are gone ; 
They were* too briffht to last. 

And like sweet dreams have flown. 

The merry mountain pipe, &c. 

But hope's enlivening ray. 
Beaming through anxious years. 

Will chase my cares away. 
And change to smiles my tears. 

The merry mountain pipe, dec. 

AWAY WITH MELANCHOLY. 

MUSIC FROM MOZABT. 

Away with melancholy. 

Nor dolefiil changes ring, 
On life and human folly, 

But merrily, merrily sing — 

Falla. 

Come on, je rosy hours. 

Gay smiling moments bring ; 
We 1l strew the way with flowet«« 
And merrily, merrily sing— 

Falla. 
4 
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Then what 's the use of sighing, 
While time is on the wing ; 

Can we prevent his flying ? 
Then meirily, merrily sing — 

Falla. 

If ffriefs, like April showers, 
A moment's sadness bring, 

Joys soon succeed like flowers, 
Then cheerily, cheerily sin^-^ 

Fal fa. 

The rose its bloom refuses, 
If pluck'd not in the spring ; 

Life soon its fragrance loses, 
Then cheerily, cheerily aiig — . 

Fal fa. 

Fly, fly all dull emotion. 
All care away we fling ; 

Pure joy is our devotion, 

Then cheerily, cheerily sing-^ 

i*al XQf. 



AWAY, MY BOUNDING STEED. 

A. FAVOBITB DUBT SUNG IN 'THE NYMPH OF THE 6BOTTO.' 

AwAT ' my bounding steed, away, 

I ride for princely halls ; 
Ay, paw the ground and proudly neigh. 

The tourney trumpet cajls. 

NaVj spul and speed, thou^ gallant knight. 

Or lose the meed of fame ; 
Vouch in the lists thy lady's right, 

And conquer in her name. 

The challenge breath'd, I cast my glove ; 

All rivals thus I dare ; 
In arms I '11 prove my lady-love 

The fairest of the mir. 

Now poise the temper'd lance on highl- 
it shivers on my shield — 
Then forth two flashing rapieis fly, 
And skill decides the fleid. 
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The joust is done, the prize is won, 

And merry is the victor's eye ; 
Pass wine-cups round, while clarions sound 

The joys of love and dhivalrj. 



LOVE, MY MARY. 

A 2>U«t.— ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

I Voice — Love, my Mary, dwells with thee, 

On thy cheek his bed I see ; 
\ Foibe-^No, that cheek is pale with care. 

Love can find no roses there ; 

No, no, no, no, no, no, 

No roses there, no, no. 
Du/ft—* 'T is not on the cheek of rose, 

Love can find the best repose ; 

In my heart his home thou 'It see, 

There he lives, and hves for thee. 

i Voice — Love, my Mary, ne'er can roam, 

While he makes that eye his home, 

( Voice — No, the eye with sorrow dim, 
Ne'er can be a home for him ; 
Ne'er can be, no, no, no, 
A home for him, no, no. 

Jhiet — Yet 't is not in beaming eyes. 
Love forever warmest lies ; 
In my heart his home thou 'It see ; 
There he hves, and Uves for thee. 



PHE MINSTREL BOY TO THE WAR ftis <30NE, 

Air — * Soldier's Grave.' 

The minstrel boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you '11 find him ; 
His father's sword he has girded on. 

And his wild harp slung behind him. 
* Land of song !' said the warrior bard, 

* Though aSl the world betrays thee, 
One sword, at least, thy rights shtiW ^OBxd^ 

One faithful harp shall praise thee. 
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The minstrel fell ! but the foeman*s chain 

Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he lov a ne'er spoke again, 

For he tore its chcJtds asunder ; 
And said, ' No chains shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery I 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 

They shall never sound in slavery.* 



THE MINSTREL'S RETURN FROM THE WAR. 

WBITTEN AND COMPOSED BT J. H. H. 

The minstrel's retum'd from the war, 

With spirits as buoyant as air, 
And thus on his tuneful guitar, 

He sung in the bower of his fair : 

* The noise of the battle is over. 

The bugle no more calls to arms ; 
A soldier no more — ^but a lover, 
I bend to the power of thy charms. 
Sweet lady, fair lady I 'm thine, 
I bend to the magic of beauty, 
Tho' the banner and helmet are mine, 
Yet love calls the soldier to duty.' 

The minstrel his suit warmly press'd. 
She blush'd, sigh'd, and hung down her head, 

Till conquer'd she fell on his breast, 
And thus to the happy youth said : 

* The bugle shall part us love, never, 

My bosom thy pillow shall be. 
Till death tears thee from me, forever, 
StiU faithful, I '11 perish with thee.' 

Sweet lady, &c. 

But fame caU'd the youth to the field ; 

His banner wav'd high o'er his head, 
He gave his guitar for a shield. 

And soon he lay low with the dead, 
While she, o'er her young hero bending. 

Received his expiring adieu : 

* I die whilst my country defending. 

But I die to my lady love true.' 
< Oh, death ! (then she cried) I am thine, 

I tear off the roses of beauty ; 
The^ave of my hero is mine, 
For be died true to love and to duty V 
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OH ! REST THEE BABE. 

Oh ! slumber, my darling. 

Thy sire is a knight, 
Thy mother 's a laay, 

So lovely and bright, 
The hills and the dales, 

From the towers which we see, 
Thejr all shall belong, 

My dear iilfant, to thee. 
Oh ! rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, sleep on till day; 
Oh ! rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, sleep whilst thou may. 

Oh ! rest thee, my darling. 

The time it shall come. 
When thy sleep shall be broken 

By trumpet and drum. 
Then rest thee, my darling, 

Oh ! sleep whilst thou may ; 
For war comes with manhood. 

As light comes with day. 

Oh ! rest thee, babe, &c. 



SHE »S NUMBERED WITH THE DEAD. 

WBITTEH BT 8. BURKE. 
^»r—* Alice Gray.' 

How sweet at evening's dewy hour, 

To wander through the grove. 
To breathe the odor of each flower 

Along with those we love. 
Alas ! mose happy days are gone, 

Those blissful moments fled, 
For Emma, who was once my own, 

Is number'd with the dead. 

Her slender form so neat arrayed. 

Her eyes of heavenly blue ; 
Her modest mien such charms displayed, 

Her heart to love beat true. 
Oh, who such beauty could despise ? 

While virtue in her bred. 



8be waa indeed a lovely pnie, 
Till number'd with the dead. 
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Oh. Emma, oft in silent night 

We 've wandered side by side, 
Accomp'nied by the moon's pale lighty 

We wish'd no other guide. 
Those nights of bliss are now no mare. 

By sorrow I am led, 
In vain her absence I deplore — 

She 's numbered with the dead. 



Il 



JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent. 
Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent ! 
But now your head 's tum'd bald, John, 

Your locks are like the snow. 
Yet, blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Ancferson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

When nature first began 
To try her cannie hand, John, 

Her master- work was man ; 
And you amang them a' John, 

Sae trig frac tap to toe. 
She proved to be nae joumey-wark, 

Jonn Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Ye were my first conceit. 
And ye need na think it strange, John, 

Though I ca' ye trim and neat ; 
Though some folks say ye 're auld, John, 

I never think ye so, 
But I think ye 're aye the same to me, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 
We 've seen our bairns' bairns. 

And yet, my dear John Anderson, 
I 'm happy in your arms : 

And sae are ye in mine, John — 
I 'm sure ye 'U ne'er say no, 
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Though the days are gane that ye have leen 
John Anderson) my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

What pleasure does it gie. 
To see sae many sprouts, John, 

Spring up 'tween you and me ; 
And ilka lad and lass, John, 

In our footsteps to eo. 
Make perfect heaven here on earth, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Frae year to year we 've past, 
And soon that year maun come, John, 

Will brinff us to our last ; 
But let na* uiat afiright us, John, 

Our hearts were ne'er our foe. 
While in innocent delight we Ve liTed, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, m^ jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither, 
And monie a cantie day, John, 

We 've had wi' ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we '11 go, 
And we '11 sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo. 



NOW AT MOONUGHT»S FAIRY HOUR. 

A DueLt-<OUVQ«KD BT THOS. THOMSOIT. 

Now at moonlight's fairy hour. 
When &intly gleams each dewy steep, 

And vale and mountain, lake and bower, 
In solitary grandeur sleep. 

When slowly sinks the ev'ning breeze 
That lulls the mind in pensive ease, 

And fancy loftier visions sees, 
Bid Music wake the silent air. 

Bid the merry tabor sound. 
And with the fays of lawn or glade 

In tnpUng circlets beat the gtoxmd, 
Under the high trees' tiemblin^ B\ttAft 
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Now at moonlight's fairy hour, 
Shall music breathe her dulcet voice, 

And o 'er the waves with magic power. 
Call on echo to rejoice. 



CEASE, SWEET GIRL. 

A CtauoneL — composed bt d. d. bochb. 

Cease sweet girl to doubt me now. 

For still my heart is true, 
Or, I must yet repeat a vow, 

Of loving only you ; 
Has absence chan^'d thv love for me. 

To some more fevor'd youth ? 
Ah, no ! for once I never have. 

Nor e'er will doubt thy truth. 
But let not others' flatt'ry, love, 

Thv heart estrange from me ; 
You 'U never find one more sincere, 

Mong'st all that sigh for thee. 

Oft I 've wander'd, weary too, 

Thro' India's distant glades. 
And o'er Columbia's plains have stray'd 

With many lovely maids. 
But e'en the fairest of them all, 

Could not my heart alarm. 
It beats for thee, and only thee, 
Its fondest, truest charm : 

Then let not others' flatt'ry, &( 



THE SOLDIER'S LAST SIGH. 

WBITTEN BY E. L. BELLCHAMBBBS.— MUSIC BT O. A.. H0I>8< 

The Trumpet may summon thy soldier away, 

And spur his proud spirit to arms. 
Yet warm with the vigor that bids him away, 

He grieves to abanoon thy charms ; 
Tho' glory invite him, and splendor abound, 

Yet mark dearest maid his decide, 
Subdued by defeat, or by victory cto-wn'^. 
The eoldier's last aigh is ior mee. 
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But hark ! 't is the trumpet now speaks his adieu, 

And calls him from love to renown, 
Then oh ! dearest maiden, believe his heart true, 

Tho' fortune may smile or may frown; 
Tho' glory invite him, &c. 



LOVELY ROSE. 

A SONG, 
▲DAPTSD TO THS VENETIAN AIR OP " O PBSCA.T0B DELL' ONDA..** 

Of late so brightly glowing, 

Lovely Rose, 
We here beheld thee growing. 

Lovely Rose, 
Thou seem'dst some angel's care ; 
Summer's breatli was warm around thee, 
Sununer's beam witli beauty crowned thee. 

So sweetly fair. 

The blast, too rudely blowing. 

Lovely Rose, 
Thy tender pride o'erthrowing. 

Lovely Rose, 
Alas ! hath laid thee low ; 
Now amid thy parent bower. 
Envious weeds of evil power. 

Unkindly grow. 

No fresh'ninff dew of morning, 

Lovely Rose, 
Thy infant buds adorning, 

Lovely Rose^ 
To thee shall day restore ; 
Zephyr soft that late carest thee, 
Evemng's smile that parting blest thee, 

Return no more. 

Thy firagrance, yet undying. 

Lovely Rose, 
Breathes like remembrance sighing, 

Lovely Rose, 
O'er love's dissolving spell, 
WTien the heart, too dearly plighted, 
Every hope forever bliffhted, 

Bids love farewell. 
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LOW WAVED THE SUMMER WOODS. 

COMPOSED BY ROBERT BENNBT. 

Low wav'd the summer woods and green. 
As Bertram rode their bou^lis between, 
The breeze that si^h*d amid their blooms 
Play'd.in the warrior's waving plumes. 
Lady, adieu ! 't is summer now, 
And brightly summer roses blow ; 
But oh ! they '11 oflen bloom and fade 
Before I sheathe again my blade. 

They ofl shall fade, shall often bloom, 
Before 1 turn my courser home ; 
When again I breathe a lover's vow, 
They '11 blossom in the drifted snow. 

Lady, adieu ! forever more. 

The spell 's unbound that bound before ; 

Thy scorn has rous'd a Soldier's pride. 

And glory now shall be his bride. 



THE KNIGHT OF THE GOLDEN CREST. 

WORDS BT VAN DTK.— MUSIC BT JOHN BARNBT. 

The banners wav'd on the castle walls. 

Mid the shouts of a trusty band. 
When a knight return'd to his princely halls, 

From the wars of the holy land. 
His lady had lefl her harp, and stood 

To gaze on the smiling west. 
When came a dark steed from the distant wood. 

With her knight of the golden crest. 

The crimson scarf her true knight display'd 

Which in earlier day she wove. 
When he breath'd his vows in the twilight glade. 

And was blest with her maiden love. 
She welcom'd her lord with accents bland 

And the scarf to her lips she press'd. 
And thought of the time when she gave her hand 

To the knight of the golden cxeel. 
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nSET THE HOUR WHEN FREED FROM LABOJEL 
A PASTORAL SONG AND CHORUS. 

¥OBD8 BT BABTUBL WOOOWORTH.— MUSIC BT T. W. H. B« B. 

SwBBT the hour when freed from labor. 

Lads and lasses thus convene ; 
To the merry pipe and tabor, 

Dancing gauy on the green. ^ 

Chorus f Sweet the hour, &c, 

Njmphs with all their native graces, 

Swains with every charm to win \ 
Sprightly steps and smiling faces, 

Tell of happy hearts wiuin. 
Chorus J Sweet the hour, &c. 

Blest with plenty, here the Fanner, 

Toils for those he loves alone ; 
While some pretty smiling channeri 

Like the land is all his own. 
Chorus f Sweet the hour, &c. 

Tho' a tear for prospects blighted. 

May at times unbidden flow, 
Yet the heart will bound delighted, 

Where such kindred bosoms glow. 
ChoruSy Sweet the hour, Sui, 



»T IS A VERY MERRY THING. 

A G/«C.— WBITTEN AND COMPOSED BT 3t A. WADI, ISQ. 

*T IS a very merry thing, 
' In the days of Spring, 

By the woodland side to rove ; 
And hear the little vows, 
That are sung upon the boughs. 
By the young birds making love. 
Oh ! tis merry, merry, merry. 

On the daisied bank to lie, 
While the stream is babbling by. 

At your feet, at your feet ; 
And to hear the wood dove's call, 
Echoed by the waterfall, 

'Tis most sweet, 'tis moSl sw^eX. 
*Tifl a very merry thing) &«. 
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SLEEP GENTLE LADY. 

A Trio* — COMPOSED BT H. B. BISHOP. 

Sleep gentle lady, the flowers are closin|^y 
The very winds and waves reposing, 
O may our soft and soothing numbera, 
Wrap thee in sweeter, softer slumbers. 
Peace be around thee, ladv bright, 
Sleep while we sing, good ni^ht, good night. 
O ! may our sofl and sootlimg numbers. 
Wrap thee in sweeter, sofler slumbers. 



BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS. 

A Duef.— W0B1MI BT MOORB.— MUSIC BY H. B. BISHOP. 



Briobt Ve thy dreams, may all thv weeping 
Turn into smiles, while thou art sleeping. 

Those, by death or seas remov'd, 
Friend, who in thy spring time knew thee. 

All tfiou 'st ever priz'd or lov'd, 
In dreams come smiling to thee. 

There mav the child, whose love lay deepest, 
Dearest of all, come, while thou sleepestr— 

Still the same no charm forgot, 
Nothing lost that life had given. 

Or irchang'd, but chang'd to what.^ 
Thou 'It find her yet in heaven ! 



CROWS IN A CORN-FIELD. 

A Qlu»—WBiVtTSS AND COMPOSED BT T. PHILLIPS. 

See yonder corn-field, 

Where waves the rip'ning grain, 
The feather'd race alluring. 

Who flock the prize to gain. 

Now careless hopping, flying, 
A young crow light and gav 
80 careless, light and gay kehoi^) 
80 caieiess, light and gay. 
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hile cautious peeping, piyiiigy 
Two old crows, sage and gray, 
man and gun espying, 
With timely warning say, 
*Do n't go there !' 

Why not? 
'You'Ubeshot!' 

I do n't care ! 
Oh! oh! oh! 
* We told you so ! * 

LW ! caw ! caw ! says the scout, look out ! 

Bee, he 's loading his gun a^ain, 

e smell powder my la3, we re not to be had, 

T is all out labor in vain. 

1 ! all in vain you try * old birds to catch with cha£P,' 

B 're out of your shot, you stupid old sot, 

%jid at you and your gi(n we laugh, ha ! ha I 

Caw! caw! caw! 



THE ALPINE MAID. 

MUSIC BT ALEX. LEB. 

That ftrain proclaims my lover neaii 

He heeds not the thunder's crash, 
The avalanche's dread descent, 

Nor lightning's vivid flash. 
The mountain pass no terror strikes, 

From cra^ to crag he bounds. 
While echoing ev'ry note he plays 

From hill to dale resounds. 

And then when he my cottage gains. 

What soft transportingr bliss. 
Delights each heart while we exchange 

Love's pure impassioned kiss. 
We envy not the vaunted joys 

Which greet the gay — ^the great^ — 
Content and mutual love will gild 

Our humbler, happier state. 
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V ;.;:" {^[ DAME DURDEN. 

A Glte. — ^MUSIC BT HAKITA. 

Dame Durden had five serving maids. 

To carry the milking pail ; 
She also had five laboring men^ 
To manage the spade and flail : 
There was Moll and Bet, 

And Doll and Kate, 
And Dorothy with a pail ; 
And Joe and Jack, 
And Tom and Dick, 
And Humphrev with his flail;-— 
Now Joe kiss a Molly, 
And Jack kiss'd Betty, 
And Tom kiss'd Dolly, 
And Dick kiss'd Kitty, 

And Humphrey with his flail, 
And Eatty she was a charming girl. 
To carry the milking pail. 

Dame Durden in the mom so soon 

She did begin to call, 
To rouse her serving-men add mK&cbi 

Most loudly she did bawL • 

Come Moll and Bet, 4feQ« 

'T was on the mom of Valentine 

The birds began to mate, 
Dame Durden and her men and maids 

They all began to prate. 

'T was Moll and Bet, &c. 



MI PIZZICA, MI STIMOLA. 

▲ BBCITA.TITE \nP AIB, A.8 SUNG BT MB8.-AUSTIIf*~^U8IC FBOIf 

AUBEB'S MA8AN1BLL0. 

RecU(Uivo. How brightly nature bloom'd, 
Beneath tne vernal sky, 
Ere he, who won my heart, 
Had doom'd that heart to sigh. 
But glory fir'd Vvim.*, 
^ DeatnlesB fame map\t^^\MSL*, 

r Love was for gotten. 
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Aria. ^^^ ^'^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^ maitiil ifetde^ 

His starry banner waves, 
Where heroes stem the battle iidByt : ■ 

Or sink in hallowed graves ; '< •* 

There) mid the rude and madd'ning elaih 

Of havoc's vengeful steel, 
His falchion gleams the lightning flash 

That leads the thunder peal. 

His deeds shall livain storjj 
He strikes in freedom's name, 

For country, home and glory, 
Inspired by love and mme. 

Rude was the shock, the squadrons close, 

Freemen win the field. 
On victors, on, pursue your foes. 
But spare them when they yield. 
Reliev'd from sterner duty. 

The Hero now may claim. 
The sweetest smile of beauty. 
With freedom, love and fame. 



NOTHING LIKE SNUFF. 



'Home, iweet Home.' 



In this lifb there is joy, in this life there is caie. 
And each mortal that lives must of both have a share. 
But our cares were too OTeat, and our joys not enough, 
If wanting the zest we derive from good snuff. 
Snun! snuff! good black snuff ! 
There 's no snuff like black snuff. 
There 's nothing like snuff. — atchee ! 

Then grant me good snuff, there I taste no alloy. 
For it cannot, like wine, our reason destroy. 
Oh ! this sensitive nose must be callous enough. 
When I cease to delight in a pinch of good snuff. 
Snuff! snun! iSbc. 
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INDIAN LOVE. 

WBITTBN BT B. COBNWALL. 

Tell me not that thou dost lore 
Though it thrill me with delight : ' 

Thou art, like the stars, above me ; 
I — the lowly earth at night. 

Hast thou {thou from kings donended) 
Loved the Indian cottage-bom \ 

And shall she, whom Love befrioided, 
Darken all thy hopeful mom ? 

Go, — and, for thy fathers' glory, 
Wed the blooa that 's pure and free : 

'T is enough to gild my story 
That I once was loved by thee ! 



A SERENADE. 

WOBDS BT B. CORNWALL. — MUSIC BT THB ORSV. HBVKOMM. 

Awake ! — The starry midnight Hour 

Hangs charmed, and pause th in its fli^t : 
In its own sweetness sleeps the flower; 

And the doves lie hushed in deep delight ! 
Awake! Au>ake! 
Look forth, my love, for Lovers noeet sakt/ 

Awake ! — Soft dews will soon arise 

From daisied mead, and thorny brake ; 
Then, Sweet, uncloud those eastern eyes, 
And Uke the tender morning break ! 
Atoake! Atcake! 
Dawn forth, my love, for Lovers noeet saJU! 

Awake ! — ^Within the musk-rose bower 
I watch, pale flower of love, for thee : 
Ah, come, and show the starry Hour 
What wealth of love thou hid'st from me ! 
Aioake! Aioake! 
Show all thy love, for Love's sweet sake. 

Awake I — ^Ne'er heed, thougVi liBXeTvm^l^v^^ 
Steal muBic from thy «ilveT voice *. 
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Undoud thy beauty, rare and bright, 

And bid the world and me rejoice ! 

Awake! Awake! 



She cornea^ — at last, for Lovers sweet sake ! 



SWIFTLY FROM THE MOUNTAINS. 

Swiftly firom the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire. 

And the peeping sun-beams now 
Paint with gold the village spire. 

. Sweet, O, sweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white emblossom'd spray, 
Natpre's universal song, 
Echoes to the rising oay. 



HOPE TOLD A FLATTERING TALE. 

MUSIC RV MA2ZINOHI. 

Hope told a flattering tale. 
That joy would soon return, 

Ah nought my sighs avail. 
For love is doom'd to mourn. 

Ah ! Where's the flatterer gone 
From me forever flown. 
The happy dream of love is o'er, 
Li&, alas \ can charm no more. 



KATE KEARNEY. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Oh ! did you ne'er hear of Kate Kearney, 
She lives on the banks of Killamey , 

From the slance of her eye, shun danger and fly. 
For fatal 's the glance of Kate Kearney. 

For that eye is so modestly beaming. 

You ne'er think of mischief she 's oreamine^ 

Yet, Ob ! I can tell, how fatal the aveU, 
ITuUJwrka in the eye of Kate Kearney. 
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Oh, thoiild yoa e*er meet thif Kate Keamej, 
Who lives on the banks of KiUarney^ 

Beware of her smile, for many a wile, 
Lies hid in the smile of Kate iteaniey. 

Tho' she loc^n flolpewitohingly simple, 
Yet there 's Hff^f'y" ev'ry dimple, 

And who Ap^|P|iale her sights spicy gale, 
Must die by the bl;^ath of Kate Kearney. 



ANSWER TO KATE KEARNEY. 

IN THB SAME A.IB. 

Oh ! yeiB, I have seen this Kate Kearney 
Who lives near the lake of Killamey ; 
From her love beaming eye, what mortal can fl; 
Unsubdued by the glance of Kate Kearney. 

That eye so seducin^ly meaning, 
Assures me of mischief she 's dreaming. 
And I feel 'tis in vain, to fly from the chain 
That binds me to lovely Kate Kearney. 

At eve, when I Ve seen this Kate Kearney, 
On the flower mantled banks of Killamey, 
Her smile would impart thrilling joy to my hea 
As I gazed on the warming Kate Kearney. 

On the banks of Killarney reclining. 

My bosom to rapture resigning, 

I 've felt the keen smart, of love's fktai dart. 

And inhided the warm sigh of Kate Kearney. 



THE BRIGHT, BRIGHT SHORE. 

SiniO BT MB. HORN. 

• I HEAR thy shell resound • 
The ti;jBmblin^ waters o'er, 
\ And the songs mat swell around 

^ My own briffht shore ! 

The meltinff charm I hear. 

The tuneful melody. 
That soothes the Usl'miig e«x 
In the chamberB of the «ea., 



«- 
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Wlwte the Nereid sisteni play, 

J^A die envied smile to reap. 
Thior waye'-bom loves array, 

All the treasures of the deep, 
But oh ! I may not leave, 

To roam the waters o'er, -* 

My own bright shore, . 

The bright, bright shore ! 

The golden hue <^day, 

With the rich and radiant shower 
Of all the bloom of May, 

Here decks my parent bower; 
And hope, and truth, and love. 

If e'er with n^ortals found, 
Thrice bless my* native grove, 

And breathe a heaven around. 
Then hither from the wave. 

And share our sweeter store ; 

hither from the wave, 

And share our sweeter store : 

1 may not, cannot leave, 
The shore, the lovely shore, 
My own bright shore, 
The bright, bright shore ! 




e? 



THE SPRINO TIME? OF THE YEAR IS COMINO. 



SUNG BT MR. 8INCLAII. 



The spring tiip^'of year is coming, coming. 
Birds are blithe, are blithe and gay. 

Insects bright are Humming, hummmg, 
And all the world is May, love. 
And all the world is May. 
The fflorious sun is brighter, 
The balmy air is MiIt;,^ 
E'en woman wl|[|rwe qwR her • 
In this sweA time is sweetef. T 

The spring time, &c. 

The ^e is gently swelling, swelling, 

With fragrance from the balmy nove, 
^And.jrouthml swains are telling, teUing 
' J&ir happy taJes of love, love, 
Tbeir happy t^es of love; 
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A 
Spring makes the pulse with plearare beat, ^ 

Spring makes the heart with rapture thriQi 
Each maiden hastes her love to meet, 
With hope and joy his heart to fill. 
The spring time, &c. 



I 



THE MACGREGOR'S GATHERING. 

WORDS BT SIB WALTEB SCOTT.— MUSIC BT ALSX. LBB. 

The moon 's on the lake, and the mist 's on the brae, 
And the clan has a name that is nameless by day ; 
Our signal for fight, which from monarchs we <&ew. 
Must be heard but by niffht in our vengeful haloo : 
Then haloo, haloo, haloo, Gregalach ! 

If they rob us of name, and pursue us with beagles, 
Give their roofs to the flame, and their flesh to the eagles ! 
Then gather, gather, gather, Gregalach ! 

While there 's leaves in the forest, and foam on the river, 
Mocgre^or, despite them, shall flourish forever. 
Glenorchy's proud mountains, Colchum and her towers, • 
Glenstrae and Glenlyon no longer are ours j — % 

We'^re landless, landless, landless, Gregalach ! 

Through the depths of Loch Katrine, the steed shall career, 
O'er ine peak or Benlomond the galley shall steer. 
And the rocks of Craig Royston like icicles melt, 
Ere our wrongs be forgot, or our vengeance imfelt. 



SWEET HOME. 

WOBDS AND MUSIC BT JOHN PABRT. 

When wandering ffi^on distant b<m1, 

Where fortune oade me\oam, 
'Mid splendid scenes, or joy, oi^ toil, 
I ne'er forgot my home, 
Sweet, sweet home ! 
Swe^, sweet home I 
Where'er I stray, where'er I roam, 
I ne'er forget my home, swee\.\i»ifift\ 
I ne'er forget my home. 
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But ah ! what must the captive feel, 

Whose thoughts alone are free ! 
His pallid looks and sighs reveal 

How much he pines for thee, 
Sweet, sweet home ! 
Where'er I stray, where'er I roam, 
I ne'er forget my home, sweet home ! 



THE BRAES OF BALQUHITHEB. 

WOBIM BT TAinriLHILL. 

LxT us go, lassie, go 

To the braes of Balquhither, 
Where the blae-berries grow 

'Mong bonnie Highland heather ; 
Where the deer ana the rae, 

Lightly bounding together, 
Sport the lang summer day 

On the braes of Balquhither. 

I will twine thee a bow'r, 

Bv the clear siller fountain. 
Ana I 'U cover it o'er 

Wi* the flow'rs o' the mountain, 
I will range through the wilds, 

And the deep sfens sae dreary, 
And return wi their spoils 

To the bow'r o' my dearie. 

When the rude wintry win* 

Idly raves round our dwelling. 
And the roar of the linn . 

On the night breeze is swelling. 
So merrily we '11 sing 

As the storm rattles o'er us, 
Till the dear sheeling ring 

Wi' the light liltii^ chorus. 

Now the summer is in prime 
Wi' the flow'rs richly blooming, 

And the wild mountain thyme, 
A' the moorland perfuming ! 

To our dear native scenes 
Let OS journey together, 

Where ghd innocence reigna 
*MaDg the braes of Balqubitbftt. 
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LOVE'S RITORN£LLA. 

A Duet, 

He. — Gentle Zitella, whither away ? 

Love's ritornella, list while I play. 

Ske. — No, I have lingered too long on my road, 
Night is advancing, the brigand's abroad ! 
Lonely Zitella has too much to fear ; 
Love's ritomella she may not hear. 

He. — Charming Zitella, why shouldst thou caie, 
Night is not darker tlian thy raven hair ! 
And those bright eyes, if the brigand ihoold 
Thou art the robber, the caaptive is he ! 
Gentle Zitella, banisn thy fear, 
Love's ritornella, tarry and hear. 

She. — Simple Zitella, beware, ah beware ! 
List ye no ditty, grant ye no prayer. 

He. — To your light footsteps let terror add wings ! 
*T is Massaroni himself who now sinffs ! 
Grentle Zitella, banish thy fear! 
Love's ritomella, tarry and hear ! 



SOFTLY GUDES THE SEA. 

SUNG BT MISS HUOHXS. 

Soft glides the sea, 
Bounding and free. 
Dance the blue waves, as they rush to the thoie; 
O'er vale and height 
Gleams the moon bright ; 
Gaily the Mariner plies the swift oar, 
Singing awhile, ^ Ere the sun li^ts the main, 
Land of my birth, I shall greet uee again.* 

Night wean away; 

Smlen and gray 

Frowns the dark sea; o'er the wild ibatleM deep 

Lightning's red flash, 

Thunder^ loud crash 

Now quiver and peal — * Go, Mariner, wee^ ; I 

Haply I deem, though the flun'VLg)Q\a Vaa xavoi^ ^ 

Its raya to thy land shall not gceeX. Vhee vlq^bui.^ ^ 
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Tempests are fled ; 
Morning hath shed 
Light firom her eye and balm firom her breath; 
All things rejoice ; 
Heard is the voice 
Of the Mariner now singing praises of home. 
The ship's gallant prow presses on through the maiBi 
And he treads on the land of his fathers again. 



MARMION. 

MUSIC BT DOCT. JOHN CLABKS. 

The war that for a space did fail, 

Now doubly thundering swell'.d the gale, 

And ' Stanley ! * was the cry : 
A light on Marmion's visage spread, 

And fired his glazing eye : 
With dying hand above his head, 
He shook we fragment of his blade, 

And shouted * Victory ! 
Charge, Chester, charge ! On, Stanley, on,' 
Were the last words of Marmion. 



FANNY DEAREST. 

WBITTEN BT MOOBS. 

Oh ! had I leisure to siffh and ipoum, 

Fannv, dearest, for thee I 'd sigh, 
And ev ry smile on my cheek should turn 

To tears when thou art nigh ; 
But, between love, and joy, and sleep. 

So busy a life I live. 
That even the time it would take to weep. 

Is more than my heart can give. 
Then bid me not to despair and pine, 

Fanny, dearest of all the dears ; 
The leve that's order'd to bathe in wine, 

Would be sure to take cold in tears. 

Reflected bright in this heart of mine, 

Fanny, dearest, thine image lies; 
But. ah ! the mirror would cease to ahmft, 

If dimmed too oflen with Bigha. 
Thej^ lose one-half of beauty's UgYit, 
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Who view it thro' 8orro>w*s tear; 
And 't is only to see thee trulj biighty 

That I keep my eye-beam clear. 
Then wait no longer till tears shall flow, 

Fanny, dearest, the hope is vain ; 
If sunshine will not dissolve thy WBOW^ 

I shall never attempt it with nfai. 



WHERE SHALL THE LOVER REST. 

WOmiM BT SIB WALTm SCOTT. 

Wherb shall the lover rest. 

Whom the fates sever, 
From his true maiden's breast 

Parted forever ? 
Where thro' groves deep and high| 

Sounds the far billow, 
Where early violets die 

Under the willow. 

Eleu, loro, — ^There shall be his pillow. 

There, thro' the summer day, 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempests sway, 

Scarce are boughs waving : 
There thy rest sludt thou tue, 

Farted forever, 
Never again to wake, 

Never, O never. 

Eleu, loro, — ^Never, O never. 

Where shall the traitor rest? ' 

He, the deceiver^ ■ • 
Who could win niiideM's 

Ruin and leave hati 
In the lost battle, 

B orne down by liie fl^iii|^ 
Where mingles wsr's.tiok 

With (groans of tiie 4iBf ^ 

Eleu, loro,— There sUI M to fyiafi 

Her wing shall the mA flap 

O'er the fklse-hevte^ 
HiB warm blood thel w«« dosSVlH^ 

£re life be parted; 
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Shame and dishonor sit 

By his grave ever, 
Blessings shall hallow it, 

Neyer, O never, 

Eleu, loro, — Never, O never. 



FAREWELL TO MY HARP. 

Air — ^ New Langolee.* 

Dear harp of my country ! in darkness I found thee, 

The cold chain of silence had hxxns o'er thee long. 
When proudly my own Island Harpl unbound thee. 

And gave all thy chords to light, freedom and song ; 
The warm lay of love, and the light note of gladness. 

Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest tlmll ; 
But so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness ! 

That even in thy mirth it will steal urom thee still. 

Dear Harp of my country ! farewell to thy numbers. 

This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine. 
Go, — sleep with the sunshine of fame on thy slumbers. 

Till touch'd by some hand, less unworthy than mine. 
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover. 

Have throbb'd at our lay, 't is thy glory alone ; 
I was but as the wind passing heedlessly over. 

And all the wild sweetness I wak'd was thy own ! 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME 1 

WRITTEN BY BUBN8. 
Air — * Roy*8 wife.* 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know'st my aching heart. 
And c«iist thoa leave me thus for pity ? 

If tbis ^7 plighted, ibnd regard, 
Tims c^evlBUy to part, my Katy ? 

If fhia thr flumfiil swain's reward-^ 
Ati mSangf Ibcokea heart, my Katy f 
CSt]iittlMm.Ao. 

FaxeweU ! and 90^ anoh sorrows tear 
Thai fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thoa mi^ find thoie will love thee deu- 
But not 9k Jowe like mine , my KaXy . 



M' 
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THE WEDDING RING. 

j9i>— 'The plain goMiiof.* 

In Venice once a noble youth 

Beheld a maid as fair as truth : 

He woo'd her charms, and won her heart 

But friendsliip forc'd him to depart. 

Ere from her beauty he did stray 

She cried, * be faithful while away, 

This ring of love I prithee take, 

And ne'er such pledge of truth forsake.* 

The claims of friendship satisfied, 
Bassanio to his Portia liied ; 

iBut mark the power of female art, 
>isguis'd she made him with it part :) 
* Where is love's token ? * quick, she said. 
Confused he hun^ his drooping head. 
Though such to her he could not bring, 
She took with joy — ^the Wedding Ring! 



SONG OF THE SKATERS. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

This bleak and chilly momingi* 
With frost the trees adorning, 
Though Phoebus below 
Were all in a glow, 
Through the sparkling snow 
A skating we go. 

With a fal, lai; la, 

To the sound of ue merry horn. 

From right to left we *re plying, 
Swifter than wind we *re flyings 
Spheres on spheres surroundii:^, 
Health and strength abounding, 
In circles we swinff : 
Our poise still we keep, 
Behold how we sweep 
The face of the deep, 

With a fid, M, la. 

To the sound of toe meiry Vloth. 
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Great Jove ]<m1ui down with wondeTi 
To view his Bone of thunder : 
Th(High the waters he seal, 
We rove on our heel, 
Our weapons are steel, 
And n* oanffer we feel. 

With afid, hil, la, 

To the sound of the merry horn. 

See, see, our hand advances. 
See how they join in dances. 
Horns and trumpets sounding. 
Rocks and hills rebounding. 
Let Tritons now blow, 
And call us their foe. 
For Neptune below 
His beard dare not show. 

With a fal, lal, la, 

To the sound of the merry horn. 



WHEN ROSEATE HUES OF MORNING. 

A HUNTING DUBT, WRITTEN BT J. N. O. 
Air—*^ Skater's Song.» 

When roseate hues of morning. 
The eastern sky adorning ; 

We awake with the light, 

Ere Uie lark takes his night, 

And l^r with delight. 

As the hounds heave in sight. 
The huntsman wake the echoing air 
With the sound of the merry merry horn. 
Now see before us flying, 
The stag our speed defying. 
Till strength his limbs for^iking ; 
The houndB-hifl tteps o'ertaking ; 

He bendb.io the blow, 

While the cM tally-ho. 
Resounding aer tiie verdant plain. 
Sweetly Uendb irUSi the merry, merry horn. 

And when ftooi chase retiring, 
Sweet love our hearts inspiring ; 

Forgetting our toil, 

The boon we beffuile, 

With the Gdr one s snule *, 
And Vmten the while, 



aonvestn 

To ths vince whr>se masie chamiB the e«r, 
Lake the wiuiul of the iiiPRf , meriy tumi. 
Thni, thus we btkiiiEtli boitdw, ^^h 

Bepofling til] tiie rvrrow} ^^^M 

W£eii at mom's i\,si brekkio^, ^^M 

Sweet the echoei viihinv, — ^^| 

Out bosomi thry tIow', ^^| 

Astheglad taJtv-Fio, ^^ 

Rcwmnding o'er tju> verdanl plain, 
Bweetly blends wiili Llit aumj merry horn. 



THE MELLOW HOEH. 



At dawn Aurora gail^ breaks, 

In all her proud attire, 
MajeBlic o'er the glaaaj lakea 

Reflecting liquid lire ; 

The bliubing queen of mom. 

And HunlsmeQ with the daj begi 

To winJ the mellow horn. 

At eve when gloomy shades obsci: 
The tnuiquU Bhepherd's cot, 

When tinkling bella are heard no 
Atid daily toil forgot' 



laily ton forgot; 

n the sweet enchantin^^ite, 

-'-— gently borne, 



With wjtthing ci 
Aroand (he mellow hora. 



WHEN MORNING'S UGHT IS GENTLY BEEAKIHa. 



WnEH morning's light is gently bteaking 

Alon^ the ocean's placid tide. 
And when the breeie is first awaking, 

O'er the waye we gaily ride. 
Unfurl the sail, with caution steer, 

The wily nets prepare, 
Tojonder crag, our baik we '\l\i^tg, 
our bark ve 'QVinut, 
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And aeiie, snd e*we with Juy the ocean'! King, 
And seiie, and seize with joy the oceui'> Kiof, 
The wily nets prepare, 



g our bark wa '11 bring, 
QUI bark Uy anchor hr 






1 duy i« dawning, 

, ngni scorning, 

O'er mm of bine we speed aw&y . 
Oar huA lidei gaily on again, 

In dknee o'ei the main, 
And irben the weeteni breezea spiing, 

the breezes Bpriug, 
We aeiie, we seize with joy tEie ocean'i King, 
We seize, we leiie, Ac 
In silence o'ei the main. 
In silence o'ei the main,' 
And when the westein breetes spring, 

the weslern breezes spring, 
We seize with joy, &ii. 



HOMAGE TO CHARLIE. 



Sound th^orn, hailing the morn, 
Bonnie lad march over muir and fui 

Thro' the glen, earlie we 'U ken 

Who shall pa; homage to Ciurlie to 
Thecr'- 



e flying. 
. n defying, 
In triumph replying. 

Thai freedom Lb near, 

The wai pipes are sotuuing. 

Brave beaita are all boonduig, 

With valor surrounding. 

The young chesalier. 

Sound the horn, &e. 

Tho' now we may sever, 
It may be forevel 
J'rom those we love,— neiei 
JSe ouji the sad teu, 
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No, boldly we 'U sally, 
From hill and from Talley, 
Round Charlie to rally 
The younff chevalier. 
Sound me horn, &o. 



AWAY ! AWAY, TO THE MOUNTAIN'S BROW. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Aw AT ! away, to the mountain's brow, .n 



Where the trees are gently waving, 



V .' 



•5 



^ 



Away ! away, to the mountain's brow 

Where tlie stream is gently laving, 
And beauty, my love, on thy cheek shall dwell, 

Like the rose as it opes to the day, 
While the zephyr that breathes thro' the flow*ry dell. 

Shakes the sparkling dew drops away. 

Away ! away, to the mountain s brow, &c. 

Away ! away, to the rocky glen. 

Where the deer are wildly bounding, 
And the hills shall echo in gladness again, 

To the hunter's bugle sounding, 
While beauty, my love, on thy cneek shall dwell, 

Like the rose as it opes to the day. 
While the zephyr that breathes thro' the fiow'ry dell. 

Shakes the sparkling dewdrops away. 
Away ! away, to the rocky glen,^c. 



HUNTSMAN'S CALL. 
A Glee. — composed B¥ b. wbbbb. 

Away ! away I we 've crown'd the day. 
The houxidB $ze waiting for their prey. 

The huntsman's call 

Invites ye all, 
Come in boys, while ye may. 

The jolly, jolly horn, 

The rosy mom, 
With harmony of deep mouth hounds. 

For these my boys. 

Are spoitpman's joy*, 
Our pjeasure knows no bounda. 
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THE CHASE. 
▲ Boum f>M Tmrnn toicss.— abbangbd bt z. wttill. 



1. A.iouncEBLT wind and acloudj akj, 
Fkoekim it a hunting morning ; 
Before the sun rises away we flj, 
Dull deep and a downy bed scorning. 

2. To horse, my brave boys, and awaj, 
Biifht Phoebus the hills is adorning ; 
ThB ftoe of all nature looks gay, 
Tii A beautiM scent lying morning; 

3. Hark ! hark ! forward ) 
Tantara, tantara, tantara : — 
Hark ! hark ! forward ! 
Tantara, tantara, tantara. 



THE HUNTEE'S HORN. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Swift from the covert the merry pack fled, 
While bounding they sprang over valley and mead ; 
Widespreading nis antlers, erected his head, 

The stag, his enemies scorning. 
O had you setfh then, through torrent, through brake. 
Each sportsman right gallant his rival race take, 
'T would please beauty's ear to have heard echo wake 

To the hunter's horn in the morning. 

Clear'd was the forest, the mountain pass'd o'er; 

Yet freshly their riders the willing steeds bore : 

The river roll'd deep where tbQ ^Uig spum'd the shore, 

Yet own'd no timorous w a rning. 
So close was he follow'd. the foamHyhere he sprung. 
Encircled and sparkled the coursen among, 
While the dogs of the chase the rude melody rung. 

To the hunter's horn in the morning. 
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THE SWISS HUNTER'S WELCOME HOME. 

iLBBANOED BT L. DEVRBBAUX. 

While the hunter o'er the mountain, at daybreak is boondixig^ 

By the wild rilly fountain, the chamois descries; 
Through the mist of the morning, his hallo resonnding*. 
Every fear nobly scorning, stiU onward he flies. 
Wnen the hunter o'er the mountain, 

At daybreak is bounding, 
By the wild rilly fountain, 

The chamois descries, the chamois, &e. 

He tracks in the mow print, the flight of the ranger; 

He brushes the dew- tint, where cataracts foam; 
The hunter pursuing, surmounts every danger. 
The Bwift chase renewing, till night calls him home. 
When the hunter o'er the mountain, 

At daybreak is bounding, 
In search of the chamois. 

Unwearied he flies, unwearied he flies. 

From the toils of the chase, the bold hunter returning. 

With joy views his cot in the valley beloW. 
When the hunter o'er the mountain, from the chase is retuinin 
To his cot near the fountain, with rapture he*flies. 
Then content in his cottage, 

While gently reposing. 
From woman's bright smile 
Meets a sweet welcome home, a sweety &c 

HUNTSMAN'S SONG AND CHORUS. 

MUSIC BT WEBER. 

Oh ! what can compare to the hunstman's bold pleasoxe ! 

For whom is the goblet so rich and so free ? 
To rise from the grass at the horn's cheering measure. 

And follow the stag thro' the forest and lea. 
Oh ! these are enjoyments that lighten and cheer us, 

Give strength to the frame, and delight to the soul : 
When rocks with their echoes, and forests are near us. 

More free sounds the pledge from the full-flowing bowl. 

Yo ho ! tral, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

When rocks with their echoes, their echoes are near us, 

More Free sounds the pledge from the full-flowing bowl. 
Yo bo J tral, la., la, la, la, la, la, la, \a, \a,"\a,^».,^a.. 
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Dmia at night shines brilliantly o'er us, 

And aids us with coolness and shadows bj day, 
To chase the grim wolf from his covert before us, 

And bring the wild boar in his fury to bay. 
Oh ! these are enjoyments that lighten and cheer us. 

Giye strength to the frame, and delight to the soul : 
When rocks with, their echoes, and forests are near us, 

More firee sounds the pledge from the full-flowing bowl. 

Ye ho ! tral, la, &c. 



THE CRY OF THE HOUNDS. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

The gray eye of morning was dear to my youth, 

When I sprung like the roe from my bed, 
With the glow of the passions, the feelings of truth. 

And the light hand of time on my head ; 
For that 't was my maxim through life to be free, 

And so spent my short moments away, 
The cry of the hounds was the music for me, 

My glory the dawn of the day. 

In yellow-leaved Autumn the haze of the mom. 

Gave promise of rapture to come, 
Then melody woke in the sound of the horn, 

As we cheered the old fox from his home ; 
The breeze and the shout met the sun*s early beam. 

With the village response in full play, 
All vigor my steed leap'd the fence or the stream, 

And was foremost at dawn of the day. 

The well tuned view halloo that shook the green wood. 

And arrested the ploughman's gay song, 
Gave nerve to the hunters and fire to the blood 

Of the hounds, as they bounded along; 
And shall I reUnquish this joy of my heart, 

While years with my strength roll away, 
Hark ! the horn, bring my horse, see, they 're ready to start, 

Tally ho ! at the dawnmg of day. 



HARK! HARK! AWAY. 

k HUNTING SONG. 

Thx moment Aurora peeped into the room, 
I put on my clothes and I called for my gtooxQ.", 
Win Whiatle by this had uncoupled the\o\xndA« 

6 
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Who, lively and mettlesome, frisked o'er the gromidii 
And now wc 're all saddled, Fleet, Dapple, and Gi«V| 
Seemed longing to hear the glad sound, hark away f 

'T was now by the clock about five in the mom, 
And we all gdloped off to the sound of the horn, 
Jack Gater, Bill Blublx>r, and Dick at the Goose, 
When all of a sudden out starts Mrs. Puss. 
Men, horses, dogs, not a moment would stay, 
And echo was heard to cry hark, hark away ! 

The coarse was a fine one, she took o'er the plain, 
Which ehe doubled, and doubled, and doubled again, 
Till at last, she to cover returned, out of breath, 
Wheze I and Will Whistle were in at the death ; 
Then, in tifaimph for you, I the hare did display. 
And cried to thie horns, my boys, hark, hark away. 



THE HUNTSMAN. 

A. HUNTING BONO AND OHOBV8. 

The sun fi*om the east tips the mountains with flold. 
And the meadows all spangled with dew-drops behold ; 
The lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's cheerful summons rebukes our delay: 
With the sports of the field there 's no pleasure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 

Let the drudge of the town make riches his sport, 
And the slave of the state hunt tlie smiles of the court ; 
Nor care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence still ^ves us zeal to our joy. 

With the sports of the field, &c. 

Mankind are all hunters in various degree ; 
The priest hunts a living, the lawyer a fee ; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place. 
Though often, hke us, they 're flung out with disgrace. 
With the sports of the field, &c. 

The cit hunts a plum, the soldier hunts fame ; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name ; 
And the artful coquette, though she seems to refuse, 
Yetj in spite of her airs, she tei \ovet pxitewe^. 
With the spozta o£ the &e\d, &a. 
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Let the bold and the busy hunt glory and wealth, 
An the blessing we ask, is the blessing of health ; 
With hounds and witli horns, through tlie woodlands to roam. 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
With-the sports of the field, <Su;. 



HARK ! THE GODDESS DIANA. 

A Duet. 

Hark ! the goddess Diana 

Calls aloud for the chase ; 
Bright Phoebus awakens the mon^ 

Rouse, rouse from your slumber^ 

And for hunting prepare. 
For the huntsman is winding his horn. 

• 

See ! the hounds are unkennell'd. 

And all ripe for the chase, 
They start to overtake the fleet hare ! 

All danger they 're scorning, 

And for hunting preparing ; 
To the field then, Drave boys, let 's repair. 



HARK ECHO. 

Hark echo, sweet echo, repeats the loud strain. 
The shouting and hooting of chaste Diana's train : 
Aurora smiles sweetly, and comes on apace, 
The hounds and the horns call us forth to the chase. 

Blind Cupid is banisli'd from these happy fields, 
His quiver to Dian, the wanton now yielos; 
She blunts all his arrows, his power destroys. 
While the virgins all follow her innocent joys. 



THE HUNTER'S SONG. 

WORDS BT B. OOBNWALL.— MUSIC BT THE OHEV. NEUKOMM. 

Rise ! Sleep no more ! 'T is a noble mom : 
The dews lung thick on the fringed \hoiii*. 
And the frost shrinks back, like a beaten Yinvrndi^ 
Under the ateanung steanung gioviXkjSL, 
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Behold, where the billowy clouds flow by, 

And leaire us alone in the clear gray sky ! 

Our horses are ready and steady—So, ho ! 

I 'm gone, like a dart from the Tartar *8 bow. 

Hark J hark! — Who caJletk the maiden Mam 
From her sleep in the woods and the stMU eomf 

The horn, — the horn ! 
The merry sictet ring of the hunter^s horn. 

Now, — ^Thorough the copse, where the fox is fouod, 
And over the stream, at a mighty bound, 
And oyer the high lands, anaover the low, 
O'er furrows, o'er meadows the hunters go ! 
Away I — as a hawk flies full at its prey, 
So flieth the hunter, away, — away ! 
From the burst at the cover till set of sun, 
When Uie red fox dies and — the day is done ! 

Hark J hark ! — What sound on the wind is honuf 
*Tis the conquering voice of the hunter* s horn. 

The hom,---the horn ! 
The merry bold voice of the hunter* s horn. 

Sound ! Sound the horn ! To the hunter ffood 
What 's the gully tfeep or the roaring flood ? 
Right over he bounds, as the wild stae bounds, 
At the heels of his swifl, sure, silent hounds. 
Oh ! — what deliffht can a mortal jack. 
When he once u Skid, an his horse's back. 
With his stimipi ihort, and his snaflle strong, 
And the blast of the horn for his morning song ? 

Hark, hark ! — J^ow, home ! and dream tiU mMm^ 
Of the bold sweet sound of the hunter* s horn ! 

The horn, — the horn ! 
Oh, the sound of all sounds is the hunter* s ham! 



THE LITTLE VOICE. 

WORDS BY B. CORNWALL. — MUSIC BT THE CHSV. ITKUKOiai. 

OycE there was a little Voice, 

Merry as the month of May, 
That did cry * Rejoice ! Rejoice ! * 

Now — 't IS flown away ! 



Sweet it was, and very clear, 
Chasinff every thought of pain : 

Summer f ehaU I ever beat 
Snob ft TKHce again? 
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I have pondered all night long. 
Listening for as soft a sound ; 

But so sweet and clear a song. 
Never have I found ! 

I would fidve a mine of gold, 
Could I hear that little Voioe^ 

.Could I y as in days of old, 
At a sound rejoice ! 



THE BUCKET. 

WRITTEN BT 8AMUBL WOODWOKVB. 

How dear to this heart are the scenes of my childhood, 

When fond recollection recalls them to view — 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep- tangled wild wood. 

And every loved spot which my infancy knew ; 
The wide-spreading pond, and the mill which stood by it, 

The bridge, and the rock where the cataract fell, 
The cot of my father, the dairy-house nigh it. 
The old oaken bucket — ^the iron-bound bucket — 
The moss-covered bucket, which hung in the well. 

That mon-covered vessel I haO u a treasure, 

For often, at noon, when zetnm'd from the field, 
I found it the source of an ezqoiille pleasure. 

The purest and sweetest that natiire can yield ; 
How ardent I seized it, with hands that were flowing 

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell, 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth ove^owing, 

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well — 
The old oaken Ducket — the iron-bound bucket — 
The moss-covered bucket arose from the well. 

How sweet from the green mossy brim to receive it, 

Aa poised on the cord, it inclined to my lips ; 
Not a full-blushing ffoblet could tempt me to leave it, 

Tliough filled wim the nectar that Jupiter sips. 
And now far removed from the loved situation. 

The tear of regret will intrusively swell. 
Am fancy revisits my father's plantation. 

And sighs for the bucket which han^s in his well — 
The old oaken bucket — the iron-bound bucket — 
The moss-covered bucket, which hangs in his well. 
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'T WAS YOU, SIR. 

A Calck. 

1. *T WAS you, sir, 'twas you, sir, 
I tell you nothing new, sir, 

'T was you that kiss'd the pretty girl, 
*T was you, sir, you ; 

2. 'T is true, sir, 't is true, sir. 
You look so very blue, sir, 

I *m sure you kiss d the pretty girl, 
' Tis true, sir, true ; 

3. Oh, sir, no, sir, . 

How can you wrong me so, sir ? 
I did not kiss the pretty girl — 
But I know who. 



THE LOVING QUAKER. 

iitr— >* Oh I dear, what can the matter be.' 

Verilt, ah ! how my heart keepeth bumping, 
A pendulum 'gainst my tough nbs loudly thumping 
Or a mouse in a rat-trap, that 's to and fro jumping, 
*T is truth now, by yea and by nay. 

And it 's umph ! umph ! what can the matter be, 
Umph ! umph ! what can the matter be, 
Ephraim, thou 'rt going astray. 

Yea, marvellous 't was, when mine eyes first went roving. 
From meek sister Sarah towards vanity moving, 
[ found a profane one it was, I was loving. 

'T is truth, &c. 

r was folly's vain garment, the maid smiled so good in, 
ea. silk hose, and pumps, on the pavement she stood in, 
Inch stirred up my zeal, as you 'a sdr up a pudding. 

'T is truth, &c. 

^en I yea and nay e'er pronounce to deceive her, 
7 I bow down my body to take off my beaver. 
Tvld cherish the maiden for ever and ever, 
jea, and nay, thus much I own. 
And 'tis umph ! umph I what caxv the tnaUet be, 
7mpb ! nmpn ! what can the TOAXXjexAoe, 
verily long to know "wbiat catn \3ae Taa.\tet\», 
lien she is bone of my VkmbA; 
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THE SWEETS OF UBERTY. 
Air — * Is there a heart, &e.' 

Is there a man that never sigh'd 

To set the prisoner free ? 
Is there a man that never prized 

The sweets of Hborty ? 
Then let him, lot him breathe unseen, 

Or in a dungeon live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 

Is there a heart so cold in man. 

Can galling fetters crave ? 
Is there a wretch so truly low, 

Can stoop to be a slave P 
O, let him, then, in chains be bound. 

In chains and bondage live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. * : 

Is there a breast so chilled in life, * ■'• m 

Can nurse the coward's sigh ? '^ 

Is there a creature so debased, 

Would not for freedom die ? 
O, let him, then, be doomed to crawl 

Where only reptiles live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 



P 



THE FARMER'S DAUGHTER. 

Where are you ^oing, my pretty maid ? 
I 'm going a milkmg, sir, she said ; 
May 1 go with you, my pretty maid? 
It 's just as you please, kind sir, she said. 

What is your father, my pretty maid ? 
My father 's a fanner, sir, she said ; 
Then I will marry you, my pretty maid; 
It 's not as you please, kind sir, she said. 

What is your fortune, my pretty maid? 
My face is my fortune, sir, ikie fSAd*, 
Then I can't marry ^ou, tny Ql^tt} iDa^% 
Nobody ask'd you, sir, she BaSL 
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THE AMERICAN STAR. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

CoHXy strike the bold anthem, the war dogB are howling, 

Akeadj they eagerly snuff up theur prey, 
The red clouds of war o'er our forests are scowling. 

Soft peace smeads her wings and flies weeping away } 
The infants, affrighted, cling close to their meters, 

The youth grasp their swords, for the combat prepajei 
While beauty weeps fathers, and lovers and brqthers, 

^^o rush to dbplay the American Star. 

Come blow the shrill bugle, the loud drum awaken, 

The dread rifle seize, let the cannon deep roar; 
No heart with pale fear, or faint doubtings be shaken, 

No^slave's hostile foot leave a print on our shore : 
Shall TtffStheibf wives, daughters and sisters left weeping, 

Insulted by ruffians, be dragged to despair ! 
Oh no ! from her hills the proud eagle comes sweeping, 

And waves to the brave the American Star. 

The spirits of Washington, Warren, Montgomery, 

down from the clouds, with bright aspect serene ; 
[Boldiers, a tear and a toast to their memory, 
thev '11 see us as they once have been ; 
high boon by the gods has been granted, 
id me glad tidings of libertv far ; 
Let nKons invade us, we '11 meet them undaunted, 
' And vanquish them by the American Star. 

Tour hands, then, dear comrades, round liberty*s altar, 

United we swear by the souls of the brave ! 
Not one from the strong resolution shall falter, . 

To Uve independent, or sink to the grave ! 
Then, freemen, fill up — Lo ! the striped banner*8 flying, 

The high bird of liberty screams tiirough the air ; 
Beneathner oppression and tyranny dying — 

Success to the beaming American Star. 



WE'RE A' NODDIN. 

FAVORITE SCOTCH AIB. 

We 're a* noddin, nid, nid, noddin, 
And we *re a' noddin, at out hovxae aXYiaxEA \ 
When the dame *a awa' it 'b tbe timfc V> v'^l* 
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And the lads love lasses, and the lasses love lads too. 
Kate sits in the nuke, with her laddie so true. 
And the carle tak' ye a'^ for ye 're a' noddin too. 

And we 're a* noddin, &c. . 

We 're a* noddin, nid, nid, noddin, 
And we 're a' noddin, at our house at hame : 
And how d'ye do, Kimmer, and how d'ye thrive, 
And how many bairns ha' ye ? Kimmer, I ha' five 
And are they a' at hame ? Oh ! na, na, na, 
Twa others with Willie far awa.' 

And we 're a' noddin-, &c. 



WAKE I LADY WAKE. 

A. 8BBBNADB. 

Wake ! lady, wake ! the midnight moon 
Sails through the cloudless night of June; 
The stars gaze sweetly on the stream, 
Which, in the brightness of their beam, 

One sheet of glory lies. 
The glow-worm lends its little light, 
And all that 's beautiful and brigni 
Is shininff in this world to-night, 

Save thy bright eyes ! 

Then wake ! lady, wake ! 

Wake ! lady, wake ! the nightingale 
Sings to the moon her love-lorn tale, 
Now doth the brook that 's hush'd by day, 
As through the vale she winds her way, 

In murmurs sofl rejoice ; 
The leaves the midnight winds have stirr'd, 
Are whisp'ring many a gentle word. 
And all earth's sweetest sounds are heard, 

Save thy sweet voice ! 

Then wake ! lady, wake ! 



GAILY THE TROUBADOUR. 

▲DAPTBD TO MUSIC. 

Gailt the Troubadour touch'd his guitar^ 



When he wii3 hastening home ftotaVhib iRts^ 
Simring, 'From Palestine, biVibeT \ wcofc,^ 
Laujjr love, lady love, welcome me \10ififi? 



^ 
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She for the Troubadour, hopelessly wept, 
Sadly she thought of him, when others slept, 
Singing, * In search of thee, would I might re 
Troub^our, troubadour, come to thy home.' 

Hark ! *t was the Troubadour, breathing her z 
Under the battlement softly he came, 
Singing, * From Palestine, hither I come, 
Lady love, lady love, welcome me home.* 



THE BONNY SLEIGH. 

dtfir—* The bonny boat.^ 

O SWIFTLY glides the bonny sleigh, 

Just parted from the door. 
With jingUng bells and horses' neigh, 

The snow dash'd up before. 
This pleasure now, and happy cheer. 

Are much enjoy'd indeed ; 
With blooming belles to us so dear. 

To Laurel Hill we '11 speed. 
We cast our lines upon the rails. 

Where snow had drifted wide ; 
Our bonny sleigh, coats, hats and veils, 

Were all then laid aside : 
Then happy proved the merry dance 

Upon the mansion floor ; 
Winle wine and cider, raull'd and warm, 

Came in at every door. 

The skaters on the ice iftay sing. 

Whilst all around they charm ; 
But we prefer the sleigh bells' ring. 

When all wrapp'd up so warm : 
It safely bears its lovely store 

Through many a stormy gale ; 
Whilst joyful shouts from half a score, 

Our merry party hail. 
We cast our hnes upon the rails, 

Where snow had drifted wide ; 
Our bonny sleigh, coats, hats and veils, 

Were ail then laid aside : 
Then happy prov'd the jolly folks. 

With ne'er a sigh nor care •. 
T>yi now return and crack ^otcie V^kst^ 
- '?J our treasutes luce. 
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Now near the city we are come, 

The lamps I plainly see : 
From the good dame we left at home, 

Our welcome warm will be : 
The well known shout, and sleigh bells' ring, 

Seem echoing in her ears ; 
Now come, my boys, let 's loudly sing, 

She 'U soon forget her fears. 
We '11 cast our lines upon the post, 

That stands before the door, 
And then we '11 all our fingers toast. 

And sleigh a little more. 
Then happy prove each pleasant jaunt 

Upon the wintry plain ; 
I'm sure we shall not sleighing want. 

If snow don't turn to rain. 



THE ONSET. 

A. BATTLB SONG.— BT B. COBNWALL.' 

SouND an alarum 1 The foe is come I 
I hear the tramp, — the neigh, — the hum, 
The cry, and the blow of his daring drum — 

Huzzah ! 
Sound ! The blast of our trumpet blown 
Shall carry dismay into hearts of stone. 
What ! shall we shake at a foe unknown } 

Huzzah ! — Huzzah ! 

Have we not sinews as strong as they ? 
Have we not hearts that ne'er gave way .? 
Have we Bot God on our side to-day ^ 

Huzzah ! 
Look ! They are staggered on yon black heath : 
Steady awmle, and hold your breaUi ! 
Now IS your time, men, — Down like Death ! 

Huzzah ! — Huzzah ! 

Stand by each other, and front your foes ! 

Fight, whilst a drop of the red olood flows ! 

Fight, as ye fought for the old red rose ! ^ 

Huzzah! j 

Sound ! bid your terrible trumpets bray ! 
Blow, till their brazen throats give "W^t'j \ * 
Sound to the battle ! Sound, I aay \ 

Huvxahl — HwmaiK! 
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THE NIGHTS. 
wmxTTSV IT 1. oonrwALL.— Bfusio bt trs camr. hbvkoi 

Oh ! The Summer Night 

Has a smile of light, 
And she sits on a sapphire throne ; 

Whilst the sweet Winds load her 

With garlands of odor, 
From the bud to the rose o'er-blown ! 

But the Autumn Night 

Has a piercing sight, 
And a step both strong and firee ; 

And a voice for wonder. 

Like the wrath of the Thunder, 
When he shouts to the Btormy sea ! 

And the l^mter Night 

Is all cold and white. 
And she sin^th a song of pain ; 

Till the wild bee hummeth, 

And warm Spring cometh. 
When she dies m a dream of rain ! 

Oh^ the Niffht, the Night ! 

*T 18 a lovely sight. 
Whatever the clime or time ; 

For sorrow then soareth, 

And the lover out-poureth 
His soul in a star-bright rhyme. 

It bringeth sleep 

To the forests cleep, 
The forest bird to its nest ; 

To Care bright hours. 

And dreams of flowed, 
And that balm to the weary, — ^Rest ! 



LOVE'S SUMBIER WEATHER. 

« 

JUr-'* Ye banks and brae*.* 

Though breezes rail, and death prevail 
O'er all the blossoms Sprine dLscloaea, 
And swUlowB shiver beside uie iwet, 
And June be June without the loeea*, 
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Still, Love is warm, his native charm 
Steals through the veins of human nature, 

Like hopes of neaven to sinners given. 
That lighten joy in ev'ry feature. 

Though the bright sun his course should milf 

As if he 'd lost his genial shining, 
And haste to flee beneath the sea, 

And leave the flowers still repining ; 
Or, though the air a famine bear, 

And Spring and Winter come togetheii 
Yet love that 's true has nought to rue. 

For love 's a constant Summer weather. 



REMEMBER ME. 

WBITTSN B T T. B. PBIPPS.— ADAPTBD TO MVSIO. 

Remember me ! though rolling ocean 

Place its bounds 'twixt thee and me ; 
Remember me ! with soil emotion, 

And believe I think on thee. 
Should'st thou behold fond lovers meeting. 

All their glowing thoughts to tell ; 
Or hear the tongue so prompt at greeting. 

Utter slow that word, farewell ! 
Remember me ! for thus 't was ever. 

When from thee oft forced to part. 
My lingering look from thine could seyer, 

Only with an aching heart 

Remember me ! should e'er before thee 

Lovers plead on bended knee ; 
Ah ! let the shadowy past come o'er thee, 

List not, but remember me. 
Oh ! might yon orb that brightly bumeth, 

On one spot light me and thee : 
Then till that hour so dear retumeth. 

Fail not to remember me I 
Remember me ! though rolling ocean 

Place its bounds 'twixt thee and me. 
Remember me ! with soft emotion, 

And, believe, I think on thee ! 
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ONE DEAR SMILE. 

WORDS BY T. MOORE. 

CovLDST thou look as dear as when 

First I sigh'd for thee ; 
Couldst thou make me feel again 
Ev'ry wish I breath'd thee then, 

Oh ! how blissful life would be ! 
Hopes that now beguiling leave me, 

Joys that lie in slumber cold — 
All would wake, couldst thou but give me 

One dear smile, like those of old. 

Oh ! there 's nothing lefl us now, 

But to mourn the past ; 
Vain was ev'ry ardent vow. 
Never yet did Heav'n allow 

Love so warm, so wild to last. 
^ . Not e'en hone could now deceive me— 

Life itself looks dark and cold : 
Oh ! thou never more canst give me 

One dear smile, like those of old. 



SWEETLY ON THE WINGS OF MORNING. 

8UNO BY MADAME VESTRIS. 

Sweetly on the wings of morning, 

Floating .down the valley, 
Cpmes the kine's melodious warning, 

On the hills to rally : 
Peace in ev'ry note is breathing. 
On them Echo loves to dwefl, 
Echo loves to dwell. 
Silv'ry mists the lake enwreathing 

Rise like spirits at the spell ! 
But ere long, the Peasant's song 

To sterner music changing, 
Banner'd ranks the vale shall throng 
Revenge the rocks be ranging. 
Squ^rons galloping. 
Flames enveloping, 
Ct^9 with carnage reeking ; 
Trumpets sounding, 
Shots reboun^ng, 
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Death for victims shrieking ! 
Till the shout of victory clearing 

Battle's crimson clouds awa^, 
Peace with Freedom reappearing, 

Here resume their ancient sway. 
Then again the breeze of morning, 

Floating down the valley, 
Shall bear the kine's melodious warning 

On the hills to rally. 



I'VE GAZED UPON THY SUNNY SMILE. 
WOKDS BY CA.R0LUS. — Air *■ Love's Yoi)ng Dream.' 

I 'vE gazed upon thy sunny smild, 

In silent joy ; 
I 've mark'd the rose-tini; on thy cheek — 

Thy beauteous eye. 
I 've seen thy beauty ripen more, 

And stronger glow ; 
I saw thee in thy youthful prime — 

I see thee now ! 

I 've view'd the early rose, at mom. 

Whose fragrant sigh 
Breathed sweetness to the summer air, 

And flow'rets nigh : 
I look'd at eve — alas ! the storm 

Had spoil'd the gem ; 
Its leaves were scatter'd — none remain'd 

Upon the stem. 

I Ve wept to think that age will dim 

Thy beaming eye ; 
That care may wash from off thy cheek 

The sweetest dye. 
To mark the change would break my heart, 

If swiftly wrought ; 
But care and sorrow sk)wly steal 

And damp each thought. 
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A SONG FOR THE SEASONS. 

BT B. CORNWALL. 

When the merry lark doth gild 

With his song the summer hours. 
And their nests the swallows build 

In the roofs and tops of towem. 
And the golden broom-flower bums 

All about the waste, 
And the maiden May returns 

With a pretty haste — 

Then, how merry are the tvmes! 
The Summer times ! the Spring ti$neSi 

JfotOy from oflT the ashy stone 

The chilly midnight cricket crieth, 
And all merry birds are flown, 

And our dream of pleasure dieth ; 
Now the once blue laughing sky 

Saddens into gray, 
And the frozen rivers sigh, 

Pining all away ! 

JVow, how solemn are the tifnes ! 
The WirUer tim^s ! the Mght times ! 

, Yet, be merry : all around 

Is through one vast change resolving : 
Even Night, who lately frowned, 

Is in paler dawn dissolving : 
Earth will burst her fetters strange, 

And in Spring grow free ; 
All things in the world will change. 
Save — ^my love for thee ! 

Sing thejif hopeful are aU times ! 
Winter f Summer, Spring times ! 



THE HAPPY HOURS. 

W0BD8 BY B. CORNWALL. — ^MUSIC BY THE CHBV. NBVKOMll. 

O, the Hours ! the happy Hours ! 
' When there shone the light of Love, 
And all the sky was blue above. 
And the earth was full of flowers ! 

Why should Jims and toU 
The worth and 6eaiitij spot! 
Of such, Happo} Hours t 



I 
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O, the Hours ! the spring-time Hours ! 
When the Soul doth forwards bend 
And dream the sweet world hath no end, 
Neither spot, nor shade, nor showers ! 

Qfin we ne'er resume 
The love, the light, the bloom 
Of those vernal Hours f 

Ever do the year's bright Hours 
Come, with laughing April, round. 
And with her walk the grassy ground. 
When she calleth forth the flowers : 

But no newysprings bear 
To UB, thoughts half so fair 
As the by-gone Hours! 



THE CABIPBELLS ARE COMIN*. 

SCOTCH BCKLODT. 

The CampbeUs are comin, O ho, O ho ! 

The Campbells are comin, O ho, O ho ! 
The Campbells are comin to bonnie Lochleven, 

The Campbells are comin, O ho, O ho ! 

Upon the Lemons I lay, I lay. 

Upon the Lemons I lay^ I lay, 
I looked down to bonnie Lochleven, 

And heard the bonnie pibrochs play 

The Campbells, &c. 

Great Argyle, he goes before. 
He makes his cannons loudly roar, 
VTi* sound of trumpet, pipe and drum. 
The Campbells are comin, O ho, O ho ! 

The Campbells, &c. 

The Campbells, they are a' in arms. 
Their loyal faith and truth to show, 

Wi' iMuiners rattling in the wind. 
The Campbells are comin, O ho, O ho ! 

The Campbells, &c. 
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THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

• 

Our bugles san^ truce, for the night cloud had lour'd^ 

And me sentinel-stars set their watch in the sky ; 
And thousands had sunk on the ground overpower'd, 

The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 
When reposing that night Qp my pallet of straw. 

By the wolf-scaring fagot that guarded the slam, 
At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 

And thrice, ere the cock crew, I dreamt it again. 

Methouffht, from the battle-field's dreadful array, 

Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track. 
Till autumn and sunshine disclosed the sweet way, 

To the house of my father, who welcom'd me back. 
I flew to the pleasant field, traversed so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was young ^ 
I heard my own mountain ^ats bleating aloft. 

And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sun^- 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore, 

From my home and my weeping friends never to part ; 
My little ones kissed me a thousand times o'er, 

And my wife sobb*d aloud, in the fulness of heart — 
* Stay, stay with us ! — rest ! thou art weary and worn I ' 

And fain was the war-broken soldier to stay ; 
But sorrow retum'd with the dawning of morn. 

And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 



BONNIE DOON. 

WRITTEN BY BURNS. — SCOTCH MELODT. 

Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair ? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sae weary fu' o' care ? 
Thou 'It break my heart, thou warbling bird, 

That wanton'st through the flow'ry thorn ; 
Thou 'mind 'st me of departed joys, 

departed never to xetutn. 
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• 

Oft have I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilka bird sang o' its ]ove, 

And fondly sae did I o' mine : 
Wi' lightsome heart, I pu'd a rose, 

Fu* sweet upon its thorny tree, 
And my fause lover staw my rose, 

But ah ! he left the thorn wi' me. 



THE WAY-WORN TRAVELLER. 



▲DIPTBD TO MUSIC. 

Faikt and wearilv the way-worn traveller 

Plods uncheerihr, afraid to stop ; 
Wand'ring drearily, and sad unraveller 

Of the maze towards the mountain's top. 
Doubting, fearing, while his course he 's steering, 

Cottars appearing as he 's nigh to drop— 
Oh ! how briskly then the way-worn traveller 

Treads the maze towards the mountain's top. 

Though so melancholy day has pass'd by, 

*T would be folly to think on t more ; % 

Blithe and jolly he the can holds fast by, 

As he 's sittmg at the goatherd's door : 
Eating, quaffing, at past labor laughim^, 

Better far by half m spirits than before— 
Oh ! how merrily the rested traveller 

Sings while sitting at the goatherd's door. 



OH! COME WITH ME. 

SUNO BT BIR. 8INCLAIB. 

Oh ! come with me, I '11 row thee o'er 

Yon blue and peaceful sea ; 
And while I gently ply the oar, 

Renew my vows to thee : 
I '11 bid thee mize beneath thee. 

On each reflected star ; 
Then think my soul reflects thee 

As true, but brighter far. 

Then come with rofi, &a. 
7» 
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1^. O ! could I coant the stars above 

" The wild waves* ceaseless swell, 

*' Mv deep, my piire, my boundless love 

To thee I could not tell. 
As soon the stars may cease to rise, 

The waves forget to flow, 
Ere my fond heart forget its sighs, 
* And cease to love thee — ^no ! 

Then come with me, &c. 



DULCE DOMUM. 

ADiLFTBD TO MUSIC. 

Dkep in a vale a cottace stood, 

Oft sought by travellers weary, 
And long it proved the blest abode 
... Of Edward and of Mary. 

/ • , ^* * "^ ^^^ ^^^ ^® chased the mountain goat, 
•- ■ *** * O'er Alps and glaciers bounding ; 

For her the chamois he would shoot, 
Dark horrors all surrounding. 
But ev'ninff come, 
^ He sought nis home, 

And anxious lovely woman, 
She hail'd the sight. 
And ev'ry night 
The cottage rung, 
As thus they sung : 
Oh ! dulce, dulce domum. 

But soon, alas ! this scene of bliss 

Was chan^d to prospects dreary ; 
For war and nonor roused each Swiss, 

And Edward left his Mary. 
To bold St. Gothard's height he rush'd, 

'Gainst Gallia's foes contending; 
And, by unequal numbers crushed, 
■He died his land defending. 
The evening come. 
He sought not home. 
Whilst she, distracted woman, 
Grown wild with dread. 
Now seeks him dead ; 
And hears the knell 
That bids farewell 
To dulce, dulce domuoi. 



k. 
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CARRIER PIGEON. 



SBT TO MUSIC. 




Come hither, thou beautiful rover, 

Thou wanderer of earth and of air; 
Who bearest the sighs of the lover, 

And bringest him news of hia fair : 
Bend hither thy light waving pinion, 

And show me the gloss ofthy neck ; 
Perch on my hand, dearest minion. 

And turn up thy bright eye and peck. 

Here is bread of the whitest and swee^lBt, 

And there is a sip of red wine ; 
Though thy wing is the lightest and fleetest, 

'T will be fleeter, when nerv'd by the via^ 
I have written on rose-scented paper. 

With thy wing-quill, a soft billet-doux, 
I have melted the wax in love's taper, 

'T is the color of true hearts, sky-blue. 

I have ^ten'd it under thy pinion. 

With a blue ribbon round thy soft neck ; 
So go from me, beautiful minion. 

While the pure ether shows not a speck. 
like a cloud in the dim distance fleeting, 

Like an arrow he hurries away ; - ^ ^ 

And farther and farther retreating, «!ii^^^ 

He is lost in the clear blue of day. ^^VIR 

SONG IN PRAISE OF SPRING. 

WBITTXN BT B. COBNWALL. 

When the wind blows 

In^the sweet rose-tree, 
And the cow lows 

On the fragrant lea, 
And the stream flows 

All bright and free, 

T is not for thee, *t is not fer me; 
'T is not for any one here, 1 trow ; 
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The gentle wind bloweth, 
The happy cow loweth, 
The merrj stream floweth, 
For all below ! 

the Spring ! the bountiful Springs f 
She shineth and smUeth an every wing. 

Where come the sheep ? 

To the rich man's moor. 
Where cometh sleep ? 

To the bed that 's poor. 
Peasants must weep, 

And kings endure ; 

That is a fate that none can cure : 
Yet Spring doeth all she can, I trow : 

She brings the bright hours, 

She weaves the sweet flowers, 

She dresseth her bowers, 
For all below ! — the Spring, ^ 



« 



'« 



^ 



AULD LANG SYNE. 

SCOTCH MELODY. 

Oh years have flown since first we met, 
» Aiid sorrows have been mine ! 
I *ve often thought with fond regret, 
On auld lang ^yne. 

For auld fang syne my dear, 

For auld lang syne ; 
We '11 take a cup o' kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne. 

I felt, when to thy bosom pressed. 
That greater joys were mine, 

Than e'er my youthful heart jtiad known, 
In auld lang' syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 

Though fortune points thy path of life. 

Far, far away nrom mine ; 
The hour may be when next we meet, 

An auld lang.syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 

Then fare-thee-well, if thou art bless'd. 

Thy friend will not repine ; 
But sometime give a kindly thought, 

To auld lang syne. 

For auld lan^ eyne) &e. 
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VIERRILY DANCE ROUND THE MISSELTOE. 

(IE hither ! come hither ! the silver light 
the moon shines cheerfully down to-night, 
ne hither ! for this is the season of glee, 
, us merrily dance round the misseltoe tree. 

! welcome, thou plant of the sacred grove ; 
ou innocent pledge of Druidical love ! 
ire not how distant the nymph may be, 

I have but a branch of the misseltoe tree. 

e misseltoe tree has been hallowed before ; 
it thrice sacred now for the girl we adore ; 
len sanctioned, this pearl-berried plant o^ the groye, 

II yield us the first virgin kiss of her love. 

ne hither ! then, come ! while the moon shines bright; 
3 heavens themselves beam out joy to-night, 
ne hither ! for this is the season of glee ; 
: UB merrily dance round the misseltoe tree. 



THE INVINCIBLES. 

A POPULAR BONO. 

When the merry fife and dnun, 

And the bugles loudly play, 
Then gaily march to the martial sonndsi ' 

The Invincibles so gay ; 
Each lass upon parade, 

With cap and smart cockade. 
To the men will show, that well she knows 

The gallant soldier's trade. 
Our corp'ral leads us on, 

And in quick time we move, 
With arms in hand, a valiaiA bandi 

Our truth and love to prove. 
Then ladies join our rants, ; 

Our banners proudly wave, J 

Invincibles in love and war, 

Come join the g&y and brave. 
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Invincibles are we, 
Witi\ heart and arms combin'd, 
^ And no attention find will he 

Who is not to our mind; 
We never present arms 

To the purseproud awkward lout, 
For soon is the word from our corp'ral heard 
To face to the right about ; 
. But to the youths who please, 
We quickly stand at ease, 
Resign our arms, quit war's alarms, 
To dwell in love and peace. 

Then ladies, &c. 



BLUE EYED MARY. 

FAVORITE AIB. 

Come, tell me, blue-eved stranger. 

Say, whither dost thou roam ? 
O'er this wide world a ranker, ^ ■ 

Hast thou no friends or home ? 'it 



* They called me blue-eyed Mary, 

When friends and fortunes smiled ; 
But ah ! how fortunes vary, 
I now am sorrow's child.' 

Come here, I '11 buy thy flowers, 

And ease thy hapless lot. 
Still wet with vernal showers, 

I '11 buy, forget me not. 

< Kind sir, then take these posies, 

They 're fading like my youth, 
But never, like these roses, 

Shall wither Mary's truth.' 
■J. 
Look Q]^, thutf poor forsaken, 

I 'U jniPirtIivBA,-liouse and home, 
And n%-m i^it i^istaken, 

-vhof 'S.aever wiih to roam. 

* Onoe miit^t 'm happy Mary, 

Once mofe has fortune smiled ; 
Who ne'er from virtue varv, 
Jday yet be fortune' b cVuVd.' 



ji 
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THE BASHFUL MAN: 

WORDS BY W. H. FRESMAIT. 

Air — ' Good old dajs of Adam.' 

Kind gentlefolks, I come before you, 

To tell a very funny story ; 

And hope to find instead of laughter. 

You '11 sympathise in my disaster. 

By bashfulness I so perplex'd am, 

And every day by. blushes vex'd am, 

That 1 no longer can endure it, 

Yet daily strive in vain to cure it ; 
For be bold, O dear, I never can, 
So I pray you pity a bashful man. 

• 
lEN.] A few days ago, I went to a public dinner, I did, — 
just before we were seated, 1 overturned an inkstand ; and 
'ent it from bein^ seen, immediately wiped it up with my 
pocket handkerchief. But being asked at dinner for tsome 
■oop, in handing it across the table, I shook so violently, 
-^ let the whole contents of the tureen fall into a lady's 
bl eadeavoring to repair which mischief, I fell over my 
and to save myself, catching hold of the ttble-cloth, drew 
iiing after me, depositing dishes, decanters, butter-boats, 
teens, into the laps of belles and beaux. Almost scalded to 
myself, I scrambled up, and in my phrenzy tore out my 
[>ocket handkerchief to wipe the perspiration from my face ; 
being completely soaked with ink, gave rather the appear- 
fa demon than a man to my countenance. So |kat in roite 
disaster, the company burst into one continiSd peal of 
ii; so I ruahed from the room in an agony of 4be greatest 
', exclaiming — Be bolo, &c. 

Then I 'm observed where'er I 'm going. 
And each one would my name be knowing ; 
* La ! there 's a modest iod^ii j§ cr eature, 
With bashfulness in every ffiMlllh| 
They call my face a lump of odl^Af . 
And say I 'm stiff as the laif^fapoklti } 
And when, O dear, a lad^-cfiins IMf 
I shake as if I 'd got iKe polsf . ' - 

For be bold, &c* 

CEW.] A few evenings ago, I went to a pxi\j\ic\i«2\,\^^e— 
f the misfortune to tread on the tail of a.\ady a goNsixi^^^JM^ 
oompletely from top to bottom ; and -wVmal, VvNScl ^tiswi^ 



fT'^ 
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^ bow, endeavoring to beff her pardon, my foot slipped, and 
jwn I fell on my nose. Well, in rising to retire to my own seat 
went and placed myself on the knee of a lady, whose husband 
immediately advanced and very politely roused me from my 
reverie, by a violent tweak of the nose. I began to stanuner out 
an apology, but my tongue stuck fast to the roof of my mouth 
— and covered with blushes I stood the laughing stock of the 
whole room, just like a red cabbage with a wig stuck on, for — 

Be bold, &c. 

Whene'er by chance I walk the street, oh, 
I 'm sure to blush at all I meet, oh ! 
And if I try to keep it luider, 
I 'm sure to make some cursed blunder : 
And people when of me they talk. 
Call me a walking-stick of red chalk ; 
In short, what with despair and sadness, 
I soon shall rave wi^i bashful madness. 

For be bold, &c. 

Spoken.] T' other day I took it into my head to get married, 
but when I got into the church, O dear, I was so bashful, that when 
the parson ask'd me if I 'd have the lady for my wife — I — Y-A, 
answered, 'just as you please, sir.' The lady in great anger 
refused me, and lefl the church. So now I 'm called the 'Bash- 
ful Bachelor.' But I soon mean to try, and — there now, that 
lady will look at me ; I declare it melts all my couragei*Hip I 'd 
better be going — singing, Be bold. oo. 



THE DEEP, DEEP SEA. 

SUNG BY MR. HORN. 

Oh ! come with me, my love, 

And our fairy home shall be 
Where the water spirits rove. 

In the deep, deep sea ! 
There are jewels rich and rare. 

Ilk the caverns of the deep ; 
And to braid thy raven hair, 

Where .^ pearl treasures sleep. 
In a tiny man of war, 

Thou shall stejn the ocean wide ; • 
Or in a crystal car, 

Like a queen in all ber pnde. 

Oh, Qome m\kine, &a. 
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Ah ! believe that love may dwell, 

Where the coral branches twine ; 
And that every wreath'd shell ^ 

Breathes a tune so soft as thine. • 

Hope, as fond as thou would prove. 

Truth as bright as e'er was told ; 
Hearts as warm as those above, 

Dwell under the waters cold. 

Oh, come with me, &c. 



. % 



BID ME DISCOURSE. 

MUSIC BT H. R. BISHOP. 

Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear. 
Or Uke a fairy trip upon the green, 

Or like a nymph with bright and flowing hair, . 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen. 



THE CHOUGH AND CROW. 

A CELEBRATED GIP8T GLEB. 

Trk chouffh and crow to roost are gone, 

The owl sits on the tree, ^j 

The hushed wind wails, with feeble moan, *t' 

Like infant charity. 
The wild fire dances on the fen. 

The red star sheds its ray, z^-**' 

Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, 

it is our op'ning day. 

Ckoms. 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, &o. 

Both child and nurse are fast asleep, 

And closed is ev'ry flower. 
And winking tapers faintly peep 

Hiffh from my lady's bowr; 
BewUdered hinds, with shwIfeBed lusDy 

Shrink on tlAir murky way; 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men. 

It is our op'ning day. 

Uprouse ye , \!blbTL) &a. 
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Nor board nor gamer own we now, 

Nor roof, nor latched door, 
Nor kind mate, bound by holy vow, 
' To bless a good man's store ; 
Noon lulls us in a gloomy den, 

And night is grown our day, 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men. 

And use it as ye may. 

Uprouse ye, then, dso. 



MY EARLY LOVE. 

Mr early love ! I '11 think on thee. 

When evening seeks its crimson throne, 
Sweet hour ! which gentle memory 

Delights to consecrate her own ; 
Ah ! then thy cherish 'd image clings 

To all I meet, or hear, or see. 
And twilight's breeze, like music, brings 

Thy voice of gladness back to me. 

Friendship's young bloom may pass away, 

As dreams depart the sleeper's mind ; 
The hopes of life's maturer day 

May fade, and leave no trace behind ; 
But earlv love can never die. 

That fairest bud of spring's bright yean, 
'T will still look green in memory. 

When time all other feeling sears. 



ALL 'S WELL. 

▲ BOPULAB DUET. 

Deserted by the waning moon, 

When skies proclaim ni^t's cheerless nooiiy 

On tower, or fort, or tented ground. 

The sentry walks his lonely round : 

And should a footstep haply stray 

Where caution marks the guarded way— 

Who goes there ? stranger, quickly tell ; 

A firiend ! — a firiend ! — ^good mght i—aXi 's wall. 

Or sailing on the midnight deep, 
I While weary messmates soundly sleep, 
* The careful watch patroles \kiXi dftc\L, 
To guard the ■J^p irom foes oi 'wiec^L *. 
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And while his thoughts ofl homeward veer, 
Some well known voice salutes his ear — 
What cheer ! oh ! brother, quickly tell, 
Above ! — ^below ! — ^good night I — all 's well. 



DESERTED BY DECUNING DAY. 

Air— ^AU's weU.» 

Deserted by declining day, 
When weary wights benighted stray 
From bush or cavern we appear. 
And scare tlie traveller's frighted ear. 
With— stand or die — good night — all 's well. 

Or riding home from fair or feast. 
Some farmer plodding o'er his beast ; 
His wit o'ertopp'd by humming ale. 
While thus the joskms we assul : 
Down every stiver quickly tell, 
Your watch, your purse — good night — all *« well. 



THE WILD GUITAR. 

Jlir — * Gnmachree.' 

Oh, wilt thou leave thy father's hallfl. 

To wander forth with me ? 
And quit those long lov'd cherish*d walls. 

When thou art Mest and free ! 
To seek awhile the quiet stream^ 

Reflecting ev'ry star ; 
And listen, as in fancy's dream. 

Unto my wild guitar. • 

I cannot boast of wealth or power, 

That dwells from love apart; 
But if thou 'It share my simple bower, 

I 'U ffive thecal my heart. 
And when the snades of eve appear, 

I '11 rove beneath a star ; 
And sing the song thou loy^at to liear, 

Vnto my wild guitar. J 
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OH ! THINK NOT I AM FALSE. 

WBITTSar BT J. G. KINO. 
Air — * O say not, tc.* 

Oh ! think not I am false as air, 

Which perhapfl a moment changes ; 
Oh ! think not I love dark or fair. 

Just as my ftncy ranges. 
For .the k>ve whicn in my bosom glows, 

I fwear oan wander never ; 
Witldn nune heart thy image grows, 

And thexe ahall grow forever. 

Oh ! think not I am idly caught, 

By ev'ry passing beauty ; 
Oh ! think not I can e'er be taught. 

To swerve, love, from my duty. 
Thy beauteous smiles have won my heart, 

I adore thee, though we sever ; 
I swear, dear Hrl, although apart, 

That I will love thee ever. 

WATCHMAN. 

WORDS BT T. MOOBE.-^MUSIC BT T. W. H. B. B. 

Good night, ffood night, mv dearest. 
How fast the moments fly ; 

*T is time to part, thou hearest 
That hateful watchman's cry, 

* Past twelve o'clock ! * — ^good night ! 

Yet stay a moment longer — 

Alas ! why is it so ? — 
The wish to stay ffrows stronfrelr, 

* Past one o'clock ! ' — good night ! 

Now wrap thy cloak about thee : — 
The hours must sure go wrong, 

For when they 're past without thee, 
They 're, oh I ten time*as long. 

* Past two o'clock ! * — good night ! 

Again that dreadful waxmngl 
Had ever time such fiaghX^ 



# 
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And see the sky, — 't is morning — 
So. now, indeed, good night ! 
* Past three o'clock ! ' — ^good night. 



GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET. 

WORDS BT T. MOOBE. — ^MUSIO BT H. B. BISHOP. 

Gailt sounds the castanet, 
Beating time to bounding feet, 

When, after daylight's golden set, • 
Maids and-youms by moonlight meet. 

Oh ! then, how sweet to move 
Through all that maze of mirth, 
Righted by those eyes we love 
Beyond all eyes on earth. 



i ^hen the joyous banquet spread 
On the cool and fragrant ground, 
With night's bright eye-beams o'er head ; 
And still brighter sparkling roimd. 

Oh ! then, how sweet to say 

Into the lov'd one's ear, 
Thoughts reserv'd through many a day, 

To be thus whisper' d mere. 

When the dance and feast are done, 
Arm in arm as home we stray, 

How sweet to see the dawning sun 
O'er her cheek's warm blushes play. 

Then, then the farewell kiss. 
And words whose parting tone. 

Lingers still in dreams of bliss, 
Toat haunt yoimg hearts alone. 



THE MULETEER. 

WORDS BT BEDFORD CLISBT. 

Avr^ A Troubadour from distant land.' 

The Muleteer at break of day. 
Over the mountain bends his way, 
And as he drives his mules along, 
He sings some w»ny mountain song. 
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* A mountain life 's the life for me. 
We see no danger^ Jluow-iu) fear : 

Then tell me, lads, who would not be 
A merry merry Muleteer.' 

And when the toil of day is o'er, 
As homeward he returns once more, 
He views the sun's last parting ray, 
And singrbiB myry mountain lay. 

A mountain life, &c. 

When hi* ]ot*4 cottage meets his eye, 
His tbaakMrpnyer asoends on hi^h, 
'Long JirwDwn path he winds his way, 
And sing! aiioe oioKe his merry lay. 

A aountain life, &c. 




^ 



NOW TO THE LISTS. 

SUNG BT MB. AKDBBSON. 

Now to the lists, brave knights away, 

The sun is brightly beaming, 
Our men at arms alofl display 

Our banners red and streaming ; 
Our crests upon each gonfalon 

Soar proudly high and waving, 
Ab though the vict'ry now'were won, 

By courtly deeds and braving. 
March to tlic lists, brave knights away. 

The trump is shrilly sounmng, 
Tfatf heralds call the gay tourney, 

*Oiir restless barbs are bounding. 

Mount OB our ffallant barbs away, 

While CDona our hauberks twining. 
Our ladies' scarfs and colors ^ay 

Play in the sunbeams shining. 
With trusty lance and brands away. 

In ladies' love confiding ; 
To tilt and play in the courtly fray, 

'Neath bright eyes proudly rising. 
March to the lists, &c. 



V 
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ARABY'S DAUGHTER. 

MUSIC fiV KIALUfARK 

kREWELL, farewell to thee, Araby's daughter ! 

(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea :) 

o pearl ever lay under Oman's green water. 

More pure in its shell than thy spirit in thee. 

round thee shall glisten the lovehest amber, 

That ever the sorrowing seaphiid has wept ; 

Ith many a shell, in whose hollow WTe«th'd chamber , 

The Peris of ocean by moonlight have dept. 

or shall Iran (beloved of her hero) finget thee, — 
Thouffh tyrants watch over her tears as they start 
ose, close by the side of that hero she 'U set thee, 
Dmbalm'd m the innermost shrine of her heart. 

Around thee, &c. 



IS THERE A HEART. 

▲DAPTID TO MUSIC. 

Is there a heart that never loved. 

Or felt soil woman's sigh ? 
Is there a man can mark unmoy*d, 

Dear woman's tearful eye ? 
Oh ! bear him to some distant shore 

Or solitary cell, 
Where nought but savage monsters rotri 

Where love ne'er deign'd to dwelL 

For there 's a charm in woman's eye, 

A lan^age in her tear ; 
A spell in every sacred m^k^ 

To man, to virtue dear ; 
And he who can resist her smiles. 

With brutes alone should live, 
Nor taste that joy wliich care begoilei , 

That joy her virtues give. 
8* 
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MERMAID SONG. 

COMFOSKD BT MjLBTINI.— AHRANOBD BT H. B. BISHOF. 

Follow, follow through the sea, 

To the mermaid's melody : 

Safely, freely shalt thou range, 

Through thinffs dreadful, quaint, and strange. 

And through liquid walls behold 

Wonders that may nofbe told. 

Treasures too for ages lost, 

Gems surpassing human cost, 

Fearless, follow, follow me. 

Through the treasures of the sea. 



FAULTS OF THE FAIR. 

The faults of the fair sex are trifling and few. 
And of these will I make no selection ; 

All, all are so gentle, so good, and so true. 
They deserve man's best gift — his affection. 

Alone here without them, deserted indeed 
Should we feel, and be lost in dejection ; 

As the sun to the earth, so to man is decreed. 
To be blest with dear woman's affection. 

O ! give me but this, not a wish have I lefl, 

Unfulfill'd not a painful reflection ; 
'T is my pray'r, that in this world I ne*er be berefl 

Of that blessing — dear woman's affection. 



THE POET'S LAST SONG. 

WRITTEN BY I. C. T. 

* The muse of song has long forsaken. 
This breast by sorrow worn. 

Her flight to happier bosoms taken, 
That know not yet to mourn. 

Yet haply, there may lin^r still. 
Faint traces of her earlneT skWW 
For thee, for thee, Mm&\ 
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' Thou *rt yovaig ! oh ! would that youth unfading, 

Might aye b^un irom thine eye. 
Nor years, with care, thy bright brow shading. 

Teach thee what 't is to sigh : 
Alas ! I feel the fond hope vain, 

And check the too delusive strain, 
For thee, for thee, Maria ! 

But why, the songster's art mistaking, 

Who loves with joy to dwell. 
Touch I upon a theme awaking 

The thoughts I would dispel? 
Nay cease, nay cease, thou glocnny pen ! 

Grief shall not taint its strains again. 
For thee, for thee, Maria ! 

< In vain I try, no chord responding, 

Will yield a voice of mirth. 
And I resign all hope, desponding. 

To tho«e of kindlier birm. 
Yet there are lighter breasts, that will 

Pour forth the sons with happier skill, 
For thee, for Uiee, Maria ! 



BOYS OF SWITZERLAND. 

▲SAPTSD TO MUSIC. 

Our cot was shelter'd by a wood. 
And near a lake's neen margin stood ; 
A mountain bleak behind us frown'd. 
Whose top the snow in summer crown'd. 
But pastures rich and warm to boot. 
Lay smiling at the mountain's foot; 
There first we frolick'd hand in hand. 
Two infant boys of Switzerland. 

When scarcely old enough to know 

The meaning of a tale of wo . • ^-i 

*T was then oy mother we were told ^ ' 

That father in his grave lay cold ; 

That livelihoods were hard to get, 

And we too younff to labor yet ; V 

And tears within har eyes would flUnd^ 

For her two boys of Switzeilaxid. 



^ » 
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Bat soon for mother, as we grew. 
We work'd as much as boys could do ; 
Our daily gains to her we oore : — 
But ah ! she '11 ne'er receive them more. 
For long we watch'd beside her bed. 
Then sobb'd to see her lie there dead : 
And now we wander hand in hand, 
Two orphan boys of Switzerland. 



HOURS THERE WERE. 

▲MtANGBD BT JOS. WADE. 

Hours there were to mem'ry dearer 

Than the sunbright scenes of day ; 
Friends were fonder, joys were nearer, 

But, alas ! they 've fled away ! 
Oh ! 't was when the moonlight playing 

On the valley's silent grove. 
Told the blissful hour for straying, 

With my fond, my faithful love. 

Oft when evening faded mildly. 

O'er the wave our bark womd rove, 
Then we *ve heard the night bird wildly 

Breathe his vesper tale of love. 
Songs like these my love would sing me. 

Songs that warble round me yet : 
Ah ! but where does mem'ry lead me— 

Scenes Uke these I must forget ! 

But in dreams let love be near me, 

With the joys that bloom'd before, 
Slumbering;, then 't will sweetly cheer 

Calm to live my pleasures o'er. 
Then, perhaps, some hopes may waken 

In this heart depressed with care. 
And like flowers, m vale fbrsaken, 

Live in lonely beauty there. 



} 



THE MINSTREL PAGE. 

A PAGE was seen in a lady's bower. 

Disguised as a minstrel there, 
And ne sung of the deeds o{ ql NV«xt\.oi\M^<i^ 
And the prsuae of his lajdyJEux. 
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And he told how the Knight in the battle died, 

Far away from his native shore, 
When his bride had crossed the ocean waTe, 

And never was heard of more. 

Then a tear bedew'd the lady's eye, 

* Ah minstrel fair,' she said, 
* Why then was I saved from the fearful wave, 

To learn that my love was dead.' 

A moment the minstrel ffazed on the fair. 

And a moment he sped from her sight. 
But before she could dry the falling tear, 

He returned with her own true Knight 



THE WORLD'S DECEIT. 

WOBIM BY A. BBOOKB. 

said the jo^rs which childhood knows, no future age can bring, 
(very path is strewed with flow'rs, when life is in its spring: 
fondly men regret the days, they ne'er afain shall see— 
[ can scarce regret their loss, they never bloomed for me ! 

n youth the flattering spell receive8,of love from woman'shearti 
annot, will not, think how soon, those rainbow dreams depart 
indeed a fairer show, that steals away the mind — 
>h ! to lift the veil and see, the hollo wness behind! 

ind the sons of wealth and pow'r, some glittering phantoms playi 
these the friends to soothe in aee — ^to cherish m decay .' 
when the star of fortune sets, meir faithless hearts recoil, 
7 leave the wretch, alone to weep, or revel in his spoil ! 

9 man must still repose upon, some visionary stay, 
vine his spirit round a shade, — and feel it shrink away: 
when, from everv earthly jov, the fainting soul is riven, 
tercy spare the thread, on wnich he hangsnis hopes of heaven* 



WHEN LIFE LOOKS LONE AND DREARY. 

ADAPTED TO BIUSIC. 

When life looks lone and dreary, 
What light can dispel the gloom ? 

When time's swift wing strowa "weaiif. 
What charm can refiesh. Yna p\>ime i 
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< 'T is woman, whose sweetness beameth 
O'er all that we feel or see ; 
And if man of heav'n e*er dreameth, 
'T is when he thinks purely of thee, 

On, woman ! 

Let conquerors fight for glory, — 

Too dearly the meed they gain ; 
Let patriots live in story, 

Too often they die in vain. 
Give kingdoms to those who choose 'em. 

This world can offer to me 
No throne like beauty's bosom, 

No freedom like serving thee. 

Oh, woman ! 

THE LAST BUGLE. 

WOBIM BY H. CUMMINOS. — MUSIC BT T. PHILLIPS. 

Hark ! the muffled drum sounds the last inarch of the braTe, 

The soldier retreats to his quarters, the grave. 

Under Death, .whom he owns his commander in chief: 

No more he '11 turn out with the ready relief. 

Bat in spite of Death's terrors or hostile alarms, 

When he hears the last bugle. 

When he hears the last bugle, he '11 stand to his amis. 

Farewell, brother soldiers, in peace mav ye rest. 

And light lie the turf on each veteran breast, 

Until mat review when the souls of the brave 

Shall behold the Chief Ensign, fair Merc^^'s flag, wave ; 

Then, freed from death's terrors and hostile alarms, 

When we hear the last bugle. 

When we hear the last bugle, we 'II stand to our annf. 



LIFE. 

WRITTEN BT BARRT COBNWALL. 

We are bom ; we laugh ; we weep ; 

We love ; we droop ; we die ! 
Ah ! wherefore do we laugh, or weep ? 

Why do we live, or die ? 
Who knows that secieX dee^ \ 

Aiaa, notl! 



r 
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Why doth the violet spring 

Unseen by human eye ? 
Why do the radiant seasons bring 

Sweet thoughts that quickly fly ? 
Why do our fond hearts cling 

To things that die ? 

We toil, — through pain and wrong; 

We fight, — and fly ; 
We love ; we lose ; and then, ere long. 

Stone-dead we lie. 
O Life ! is all thy sonff 

* Endure and — die ? 

THE MOUNTAIN MAID. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

The mountain maid from her bower has hied, 

And sped to the glassy river's side, 

Where the radiant moon shone clear and bright, 

And the willows wav'd in the silver light. 

On a mossy bank lay a shepherd swain, 

He woke his pipe to a tuneful strain. 

And so blithely gay were the notes he }>lay'd, 

That he charm'd the ear of the Mountain Maid. 

She stopp'd, with timid fear oppress'd, ^ 

While a soft sigh, swells her gentle breast. 

He caught her glance, and mark'd her sigh, 

^nd triumph laugh'd in his sparkling eye. 

So softly sweet was his tuneful ditty, 

He clutrm'd her tender soul to pity. 

And so blithely gay were the noCes he play*d. 

That he gain'd the heart of the Mountain Maid. 



GOLDEN TRESSED ADELAIDE. 

WBITTEN BT B. COBNWALL.— MUSIC BT TBS CBSV. XIUKOMM. 

SiNO, I pray, a little song, 

Mother dear ! 
Neither sad nor very long : 
It is for a little maid, 
Golden-tressed Adelaide ! 
Therefore let it suit a merry meny eu^ 

Mother dear .' 
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Let it be a merry strain, 

Mother dear ! 
Shunning e'en the thought of pain : 
For our ^ntle child wifi weep, 
If the theme be dark and deep ; 
And We wiU not draw a single single tear. 

Mother dear ! 

Childhood should be all divine, 

Mother dear ! 
And like an endless summer shine ) 
Gay as Edward's shouts and cries. 
Bright as A^es' azure eyes : 
Therefore, bid thy song be merry : — dost tl^oa hear, 

Mother dear ? 



% 



FAR, FAR 0*ER HILL AND DELL. 

MUSIC BY BENJAMIN CARR, BSQ. 

Far, far o'er hill and dell 

On the winds stealing, 
List to the convent bell, 

Mournfully pealing ; 
Hark ! hark ! it seems to say, 

' As melt these sounds away, 
So life's best joys decay, 

Whilst new their feeling.' 

Far, zar, &c. 

Now through the chahned air 

Slowly ascendingr, 
List to the chanted prayer, 

Solemnly blending ; 
Hark ! hark ! it seems to say, 

* Turn from such joys away, 
To those which ne'er decay. 

Though life is ending.' 

Far, far, &/c. 

O'er the fallen warrior's tomb, 
Holy monks are bending ; 

From the solemn cloister's gloom 
Hear the dirge ascending ; 
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Hark ! hark ! it seems to say, 

* How vain is glory's way, 
Life's joys and empire's sway, 

In tne dark grave ending. 

Far, far, &c. 

So when our mortal ties, 

Death shall dissever, 
Lord, may we reach the skies, 

Where care comes never; 
And in eternal day. 

Joining the angels' lay, 
To our Creator pay 

Homage forever. 

Alleluia, Amen. 



FLOW ON THOU SHINING RIVER. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Flow on, thou shining river. 
But ere thou reach me sea. 
Seek JBUa's bower, and firive he 



seK jiiUa s Dower, and give ner 

The wreaths I fling o er thee ; 
And tell her thus, if she '11 be mine, 

The current of our lives shall be, 
With joys along their course to shine, 

Like mose sweet flowers on thee. 

But if, in wand'ring thither, 

Thou find'st she mocks my pray*r, 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 

Upon the cold bank there ; 
And tell her thus, when youth is'o'er. 

Her lone and lovely charms shall be 
Thrown upon life's weedy shore. 

Like those sweet flowers from thee. 



HOME. 

A 2>Me.— WBITTEN BT B. COBlfWALL. 

D08T thou love wandering ? Whither wouldst thou go ? 

Dream'st thou, sweet daughter, of a land more faixt 
DoBt thoa not love these aye-blue Btreama XhaX^Oi^'l 

Thege spicy forests '( and this goldexi aix^ 
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Sft«. O) yes, I love the woods, and streams, so gay ; 
And, more than all, O father, I love thee; 
Yet would 1 fain be wandering — far away, 
Where such things never were, nor e'er shall be. 

He, Speak, n^ne own daughter with the sunbright locks ! 

To whM pale banished region wouldst thou roam? 
Ske. O fatheCi let us find our frozen rocks ! 

Let 'b seek that country of all countries,— Home ! 

He. Seest thou these orange flowers ? this palm, that rears 
Its head up tow'rds Heaven's blue and cloudless d(M 

S^. I dream, I dream : mine eyes are hid in tears : 

My heart is wandering round our ancient home. 

H§, . y^t then, we 11 go. Farewell, ye tender skies, 

Who sheltered us, when we were forced to roam ! 

Ske, On, on ! Let 's pass the swallow as he flies ! 

Farewell, kind land ! Now, father, runo^ — for Home ! 



ROYS WIFE. 

SCOTTISH Aia. 

Rot's wife of Aldivalloch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch ; 
Wat ye how she cheated me. 

As I came o'er the braes of Balloch. 

She vow'd, she swore she wad be mine, 
She said that she lo'ed me best of ony ; 

But oh the fickle, faithless quean. 
She 's ta'en the carl and left her Johnny. 
Roy's wife, <&c. 

Rov's wife of Aldivalloch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch; 
Wat ye how she cheated me, 

As I came o'er the braes of Balloch. 
O she was a canty quean, 

And weel could dance the Highland walloch, 
How happy I, had she been mine. 

Or I 'd been Roy of Aldivalloch. 
Roy's wife, &c. 

Roy*s wife of Aldivalloch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch ; 
Wiat ye how she cheated m%, 

Ab I came o*er the braes otB«Sioa\i, 
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Her hair sae fair, her e'en sae clear. 
Her wee bit mou', sae sweet and bonny, 

To me she ever will be dear, 
Tho' ahe 's forever left her Johnny. 
Roy's wife, &c. 

Roy s wife of Aldivalloch, 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch; 
Wat ye how she cheated me. 

As I came o'er the braes of Balloch. 
But Roy's age is thr^e times mine, 

I think his days will nae be mony, 
And when the carl 's dead and gane. 

She 'U, may be, rue and tak' her Johnny. 
Roy's wife, &c. 



DRINK TO ME ONLY. 

WORDS B¥ REN. JONSOH. 

Dri5K to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 

And I '11 not look for wine. 

The thirst that from my soul doth rise 

Doth ask a drink divine ; 
But might I of Jove's nectar sip, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath. 

Not so much honoring thee. 
As givinff it a hope, that there 

It would not wither'd be. 

But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me : 
Since then it grows, and looks, and smells, 

Not of itself, but thee. 

s 

JESSIE, THE FLOWER O' DUMBLANE. 

FAVORITE MBLODT. 

Fhk son has gane down o'er the loffy Benlomond, 
And left the red clouds to preside o'er the scene, 

(Vliile lane]/ 1 atr&y in the calm simmer sVoaxoiii^) 
To muae on Bweet Jeasief the flow'r o' I>\uxids^axke. i 
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How Bweet is the brier wi* its saft faulding blossom, 

And sweet is the birk wi' its mantle o' green, 
Yet sweeter an' fairer an' dear to my bosom, 
Is lovely young Jessie, the flow'r o' Dumblane, 
Is lovely young Jessie, is lovely young Jessie, 
Is loYely young Jessie, tlie flow'r o' Dumblane. 

She '0 modest as ony, an' blythe as she 's bonny, 

For guileless simplicity marks her its ain. 
An' fiur be the villain divested o' feeling, 

Wha 'd blight in its blossom the sweet flow'r o' Duinb 
Sing on, thou sweet Mavis, thy hymn to the e'ening, 

Thou 'rt dear to the echoes o' Calderwood glen, 
Sae dear to this bosom, sae artless and winning, 

Is charming young Jessie, the flow'r o' Dumblane. 

How loit were my days, till I met wi' my Jessie, 

The sports o' the city seem'd foolish and vain, 
I ne'er saw a nymph 1 would ca' my dear lassie. 

Till charm'd wi' sweet Jessie, the flow'r o' DumUane 
Tho' mine were the station o' lofliest grandeur. 

Amidst its profusion 1 'd languish in pain, 
An' reckon as naething the height o' its spl^idor, 

If wanting sweet Jessie, the flow'r o' Dumblane. 



SANDY AND JENNIE. 

WORDS BY BURNS. — SCOTCH MELODY. 

CoMK, come, bonnie Lassie, cried Sandy, awa*. 
Whilst mither is spinning, and father's afa' ; 
The folks are at work, and the bairns are at play. 
And we will be married, dear Jenny, to-day. 

Stay, stay, bonnie Laddie, then cried I with speed, 
I wo'na, I ma'na, go with you indeed ; 
Besides should I do so, what would the folks say, 
So we canna marry, dear Sandy, to-day. 

List, lifiLbonuj- Lassie, and mind what you do, 
For Pti^^aiHr Patty I give up for you ; 
Strides, a full twelvemonth we 've trifled away, 
iWi one or the 'other I '11 marry to-day. 

Fie, fie, bonny Laddie, then cried I again. 
For Peggy you kiaa'd t' other day on me plain 
Besides a new ribbon doea PaXX-^ ^v^vj , 
And we oaima many, deax ^«xk.^^,VA-^i> 
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O, then, a good-bye, bonnie Lassie, cried he. 
For Peggjr and Patty are waiting for me ; 
The kirk is hard by, and the beU calls away, 
And Peggy or Patty I '11 marry to-day. 

Stay, stay, bonnie Laddie, cried I with a smile, 
For know I was jesting, indeed, all the while ; 
Let Peggy go spm, and send Patty away. 
And we wiS be married, dear Sandy, to-day. 



OH ! THOU WHO DRY'ST THE MOURNER'S TEAR. 

Oh ! Thou, who dry'st the mourner's tear, 

How dark this world would be, 
If^ when deceived and wounded here, 

We could not fly to thee. 
The fidends, who in our sunsliine live, 

When winter comes, are flown ; 
And he, who has but tears to give, 

Must weep those tears alone. 
But thou wilt heal that broken heart. 

Which like the plants that t^ow 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 

Breathes sweetness out of wo. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And e'en the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears. 

Is dimm'd and vanish'd too ! 
Oh ! who would bear hfe's stormy doom, 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come brightly wafling through the gloom 

Our peace-branch from ^)ove ! 
Then, sorrow, touch'd by thee, grows bright, 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of fight. 

We never saw by day ! ^ 



TO THE SETTING MOON. 

./Jir — * Fly not yet.' 

Fly not yet thou radiant Moon, 
Nor sink on Thetis' lap so soon ; 
Tnoee ra^s that light tliose western skies 
8iUi ooDjuie up the magic ties 

Of loYe*B ^sDAKKKDt% OoiAai. 
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Ties that dei^ e'en hoary tune, 

Or change of scene, or change of clhne, 

While round this heart, with truth still glowiii|fy 

Nature's purple tide is flowing } 

Oh! stay— Oh! stay— 
Nor let the web thy beams have wove 
In memory's loom for her I love, 

So soon be rent in twain. 

Thy silver orb recalls the hour, 
When, at her touch, soft music's power 
Through every sense transported stole, 
And o^r her song my captive soul 

In silent wonder hung : 
For such th' enchantment of her strain. 
That bliss itself thrilled high with pain ; 
But, as I fled those maddening pleasures, 
Soft she sighed, in Lydian measures. 

Oh ! stay— Oh ! stay— 
The hours that j^lide on rapid wing 
Such dear delights so seldom bring ; 

Then fly not yet so soon ! 

* Fly not yet ' — ^What spell divine 
Breathes o'er the cadence of that line, 
When trembling on her angel tongue,. 
In dulcet notes, like those which sung 

Creation's dawning day ! 
E'en here, amid the holier balm 
Or Grecian skies in midnight calm. 
While mortal sounds are sunk in slumbers, 
Her sigh still breathes those melting numbers— 

Oh ! stay— Oh ! stay— 
And thus, sweet Moon, thy setting light 
Prolongs the dream that hangs to-night 

On that remembered lay. 



SING, MAIDEN, SING. 

COMPOSED BY B. CORNWALL. 

Si56, Maiden, sing! 

Mouths were made for singing ; 
Listen, — Songs thou 'It hear 

Through the wide world ringing ; 
Songs from all the birds. 

Songs from winds and showers, 
Songs from seas and ^^tce^ixka, 

Even from aweet fLo^ wa. 
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fiearest thou the rain, 

How it gently falleth ? 
Hearest thou the bird, 

Who from forest calleth ? * 

Hearest thou the bee 

O'er the sunflower ringing ? 
Tell us, Maiden, now — 

Shouldst thou not be singing ? 

Hearest thou the breeze 

Round the rose-bud sighing ? 
And the small sweet rose 

Love to love replying ? 
So shouldst thou reply. 

To the prayer we 're bringing : 
So that bud, thy mouth. 

Should burst forth in singing ! 



COME LET US GO TO THE LAND. 

WOBIM BT B. COBNWALL. — ^MUSIC BT SIGNOB VBBIHI. 

Come, — ^let us ^o to the land 

Where the violets grow ! 
Let 's go thither, hand in hand, 

Over the waters, over the snow, 

To the land where the sweet sweet violets blow I 

There, — in the beautiful South, 
Where the sweet flowers lie, 

Thou shalt sing, with thy sweeter mouth, 
Under the Hght of the evening sky. 
That Love never fades, though violets die ! 



THE FAIRIES' SONG. 

A Trio. — ^ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Within this shelter'd mossy dell, 
From mortal ken, we fairies dwell, 
When the garish eye of day 
Beams abr^ul its golden ray. 

Light dancin? on the daisied ground, 
Our wanton rings we trace around, 
Wiien the moon, with pa\y ^eVit) 
Gema the modest brow of mgat. 
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Around the mashroom's tawny breast, 
'T is there we hold our elfin feast ; 
H^ey'd stores of safiron hue, 
Acorn cups of nectar'd dew. 

O sweetly thus our moments fly, 
Till soon the rosy dawn we spy ; 
Then to taste the balmy sleep 
In purple bells we softly creep. 



ANGLER'S DUET. 

WOBDB BT MISS SCOTT.— MUSIC BT J. BANDBRSOB. 

Anxious by the gliding stream, 
See tile steady anglers watch ; 
Trying ev'ry wily scheme, 
The heedless finny tribe to catch. 
Hush ! hush ! 

Not a breath. 
I 've a nibble ! 

StUl as death. 
Strike ! strike ' 

Now take heed. 
Play it, play it. 

Pshaw ! 't is a weed. 
'Zounds ! 't is a weed. 

Still with patience, on the shore, 
They clear the line, and try once more. 
And thus they toil from mom till night. 
But then they get — / 

Get what? f 

A bite. 
O ! the joys of angling ; O ! the joys of angliiy. 

Now the drizzling rains descend, 
Now the shelt'ring tree they court. 
Still their watchfm looks they bend ; 
Rain and clouds ensure them sport. 
Hush ! hush ! 

There 's a bite ! 
We shall have rare sport to night : 
How it tugs ! 

It 's a pike, 
Phy him, play him. 

He weiken^. 
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But eie they get it to the shore. 
He snaps the line, they 're balk d once more ; 
Then home they go, the tale is told, 
That they have caught — 

Caught what ? 

A cold ! 
O! the jojTB of angling; O! the joys of angling. 



THOMAS DAY. 

A Round, 

Look, neighbors, look, here lies poor Thomas Day, dead, a 
turned to clay ! 

Does he ? sure ! what young Thomas ? what old Thomas ? wl 
old Thomas ? lack, lack, a-day ! 

Poor soul !— no, no !— ay, ay I— ay, ay, ay ! 

. CHAIRS TO MEND. 

Jl Roimd. 

1. Chairs to mend ! old chairs to mend ! 
Rush or cane bottom, old chairs to mend ! 

2. New mackerel ! new mackerel ! 
Old rags ! any old rags ! 

3. Take money for your old ra^ ! 
Any hare skins, or rabbit akms ! 



THE INDIAN DRUM. 

A JKotOli.— WOBDS BT FLANCHE.— MUSIC BY H. B. BISHOP. 

* Yes, 'tis the Indian drum, — 
The woods and rocks around 
Echo the wild and warlike sound. 
They come ! they come ! they come ! 

HERE IN COOL GROT. 

Ji G^.— WOBDS BT SIIEirSTONE. — ^MUSIC BT LORD MORVINGTON. 

Here, in cool grot and mossy cell, 
We rural fkya and fairies dwell *, 
Though rarely seen by mortal eye, 

•7 
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When the pale moon ascending high, 
Darts thro* yon limes her quiv^ng beams. 
We frisk it near these crystal streams ) 
Her beams reflected from the wave 
Afford the liffht our reveb crave ; 
The turf, wim daisies broider'd o*er, 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; 
Nor yet for artful strains we call ; 
But listen to the waterfall. 



SONG OVER A CHILD. 

WORDS BY B. CORNWALL. 

Dream, Baby, dream ! 

The stars are glowing. 
Hearst thou the stream ? 

*T is softly flowing. 
All gently glide the Hours : 
Above, no tempest lowers : 
Below, are fragrant flowers 
In silence, growing. < 

Sleep, Baby, sleep, 

'Till dawn to-morrow ! 
Why shouldst thou weep, 

Who knowst not sorrow ? 
Too soon come pains and fears 
Too soon a cause for tears : 
So, from thy future years 
No sadness borrow ! 

Dream, Baby, dream ! 

Thine eyelids quiver. 
EjQowst thou the theme 

Of yon soft river ? 
It saith ' Be calm. Be sure, 
Unfailing, gentle, pure ; 
So shall thy life endure, 

Like mine, forever ! * 



KISSING INDUCEMENTS. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

The clouds that rest on the mountun's breasti 

Are kissed by the viewless air ; 
And the western bieeiiC Viaaea XJaa \sfc^%. 

And woos the fto-weietaioit. 
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And the weeping willows are kissed bj th^ 
And the day-star kisses the sea — ! 

Then why not dearest, loveliest, fairest 
Give a kiss to me. ^ 

And the bright moon-beam kisses the stream, 

The hill and the peaceful vale ; 
And the shady bower, at even's hour, 

Is woo'd by the nightingale. 
And the lily and rose, ana each flower that blowS| 

Are kissed by the forest bee — 
Then why not dearest, loveliest, fairest 

Give a Kiss to me. 



OH ! THAT KISS. 

On Baltic billows rode my ship, 

The boatswain loud was calling ! 
On mine Cornelia press'd her lip. 

And said, while tears were falling. 
In foreign climes, O ! think on this ! 

Your lieart let naught deprave it; 
But bring me back my parting kiss. 

As pure as when I gave it. 
Oh ! tnat kiss, that sweet, sweet kiss ! 

The kiss she gave at parting ; 
In pain and grief, still brought relief, 

And kept the tear from starting. 

In breeze and battle, five long years, 

I did a seaman's duty ; 
When pleasure call'd, I clos'd my ears, 

And tum'd my eyes from beauty. 
The wanton's tale of boasted bliss 

I heard, but ne'er believed it, 
And back I 've brought that parting kiss, 

As pure as I received it: 

Oh ! that kiss, &g. 



FARE THEE WELL. 

WORDS BT BTBON.— MUSIC BT SIR J. BTSVUTSOV. 

Fare thee well, and if forever. 

Still forever fare thee well ! 
Even though unforgiving, nevei 

'Gainat &ee can my heart xebel. 
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Would that breast weie l>aied Wfoxe the6^ 
Where thy head bo oil hath lain, 

While that placid sleep came o'er thee 
Which thoa ne'er canst know again. 

Would that breast, by thee glanc*d oyer. 

Every inmost thought miffht shoir. 
Then thou wouldst at length discover 

'T was not well to spurn it so. 
But 'tis done, all words are idle. 

Words from me are vainer still ; 
But tbd thoughts we cannot bridle 

Force tbeir way against the wiU. 

Fare thee w«U, thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie. 
Seared in heart, and lone, and blighted, 

More than tins, — I scarce can (ue. 



FARE THEE WELL. 

A Parody, 

Fare thee well, the meat is roasting, 
Which I must not eat nor baste ; 

Ought the mouth that takes the most in 
DQ the one denied to taste ? 

Never wight was so outwitted. 

Here 's a job of journey-work, 
I who ofl have turkeys spitted, 

Now am treated like a Turk. 

Farewell chops so ful! of gravv, 
Chops that 1 no more must broil ; 

Oh, it grieves my heart to leave ye, 
For another's chops to spoil. 

Now adieu, ye dainty dishes, 
Fate, alas ! hath dish'd poor I ; 

Fare ye well, ve little fishes, 
I 've other fish to fiy. 
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THE SECRET OF SINGING. 

BT B. CORirWALL. 

Ladt, tang no more ! 

Science all is vain, 
Till the heart be touched, ladj, 

And give forth its pain. 

'T is a hidden lyre, 
Cherished near the sun, 

0*er whose witching wire, lady, 
Fairy fingers run. 

Pity comes in tears, 

From her home above, 
Hope, and sometimes fears, lady. 

And the wizard, — Love ! 

Each doth search the heart, 

To its inmost springs. 
And when thev depart, lady, 
' Then the Spirit smgs ! 



THE LANDING OF ROYAL CHARLIE. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIO. 

There 's news from Moidart cam' yestreen, 

Will soon gar mony farlie. 
For ships of war hae just come in, 
And landed Roval Charlie ; 

Come thro' the heather. 

Around him either. 
Ye 're a' the welcomer early ; 

Come round him cling, 

Wi' a' yer kin, 
For wha '11 be kinff but Charlie ? 

Come thro' the heather, 

Around him gither. 
Come Ronald, come Donald, 

Come a' the gither. 

An' crown your rightful lawfbl 
For wha'ii be king but ChaxUe^ 
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The highland clans wi* sword in hand, 
Free John o' Groats to Airly, 

Hae to a man declar'd to stand 
Or &* wi' Royal Charlie ? 

Come thro' the heather, &c. 

There *s ne'er a lass in a' the land, 
But vows baith late an' early, 

To man she '11 ne'er jie heart or htnd, 
Wha wadna fi^ht tor Chailie. - 

Come thro' the heather, &o. 

The lowlands a* baith great and sma', 
Wi' mony a lord an' laird hae, 

Declar'd for Scotia's kins an' law, 
An' speir ye wha but Charlie. 

Come thro' the heather, dko. 

Then here 's a health to Charlie's cause, 
An' be 't complete an' early, 

His very name our hearts' blood warms. 
To arm for Royal Charlie. 

Come thro' the heather, &c. 



% 



HEY THE BONNY BREAST KNOTS. 

OOMPOSSD BT JOHN SINCLAIR. 

Het the bonnic, ho the bonnie. 
Hey the bonnie breast knots ; 
Blithe and bonnie were they all 
When they put on the breast knots. 
There was a bridal in our town. 
For ilka lass there was a loon, 
Some wore black and some wore brown. 
But ilk ane had a breast knot. 
Hey the bonnie, &€. 

A sonsie lass wi' raven hair, 
Cam' wi' a knot like lily fair ; 
Gart mony hearts that hour feel sair. 
For ilk ane lo'e'd her breast knot. 
The bride a knot kept tae hersel ! 
Its color she alone could tell, 
Wha' had the like wad bear the bell. 
And ha' a Jo, and a breast knot. 
Hey the \>oma<e., Cka. 
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It was nae black, it was nae bluci 
It had nae sic unseemly hue ; 
But it was white, I tell you true, 
A braw bonnie breast knot. 
Ane had the knot that like to me, 
Inspired all hearts wi' mirth and glee ; 
Farewell ! kind friends and thanks to ye. 
That Ice ne weel my breast knots. 

Hey the bonnie, ho the bonnie, 

Hey the bonnie breast knots, 

Blithe and bonnie were they all 

When they put on the breast knots. 



THE VIOLET. 

WBITTEN BT B. CORNWALL. 

I LOTS all things the seasons brin^, 
All buds that start, all birds that sing, 

All leayes, from white to jet ; 
All the sweet words that Summer sendsi 
When she recalls her flowery friends, 

But chief— the Violet ! 

I love, how nrnch I love the rose. 

On whose sofl lips the South-wind blowf | 

In pretty amorous threat ; 
The lily paler than the moon, 
The odorous wondrous world of June^ 

Yet more — ^the Violet ! 

She comes, the first, the fairest thing 
That heaven upon the earth doth flmg. 

Ere Winter's star has set : 
She dwells behind her leafy screen, 
And gives, as Angels give, unseen, 
• So, love — ^the Violet I 

What modest thoughts the Violet teaches, 
Whatjrracious boons the Violet preaches, 

Bright maiden, ne'er forget ! 
But learn, and love, and so depart. 
And sing thou, with thy wiser heart, 
' Long Uvc the Violet /' 
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THE VOICE OF HER I LOVE. 

How sweet at close of silent eve 

The harp*s responsive sound ; 
How sweet the vows that ne'er deceivOi 

And deeds by virtue crown'd ! 
How sweet to sit beneath a tree 

In some delightful grove ; 
But oh ! more soft, more sweet to mei 

The voice of her I love. 

Whene'er she joins the village train 

To hail the new-bom day, 
Mellifluous notes conipose each strain 

Which zephyrs waft away. 
The frowns of fate 1 11 calmly bear^ 

In humble sphere to move ; 
Content and bless'd whene'er I hear 

The voice of her I love. 



OH I SAW YE THE LASS. 

8UNO BT MR. 8INCLAIB. 

SAW ye the lass wi' the bonnie blue een ? 
Her smile is the sweetest that ever was seen. 
Her cheek like the rose is, but fresher, I ween ; 
She 's the loveliest lassie that trips on the green. 
The home of my love is below in the valley. 
Where wild flowers welcome the wandering bee ; 
But the sweetest of flowers in that spot that is seen. 
Is the maid that I love wi' the bonnie blue een. 

O saw ye the lass, &o. 

When night overshadows her cot in the ^len, 
She '11 steal out to meet her loved Donald agun : 
And when the moon shines on the valley so green, 

1 '11 welcome the lass wi' the bonnie blue een. 

As the dove that has wiindered away from his nefty 
Returns to the mate his fond heart loves the best, 
I '11 fly from the world's false and vanishing scene. 
To my dear one, the lass wi' the bonnie blue een. 
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PARENT'S LOVE. 

WBITTEN BT B. bOBITWALL. 

« 

YovVG Love ! what have thy dreams aboye^ 

Thy hope, thy gladness, thy despair, 
That with the parent's painfm love 

May dare compare ? 

• •■ 
Thy hopes are li^ce the misty cloud ; 

Thy gladness like the shrinking stream ; 

Thy loud despair all over-loud ; 

Thy life— HI dream ! 

But deeper than the unfathomed Main, 

The parent's voiceless love e'er lies; 
And oh ! the dread, the deaths the pain. 

When all hope dies ! 

WILLIAM TELL. 

When Williain Tell was doom'd to die, 

Or hit the mark upon his infant's head. 
The bell toU'u oiit, the hour was nigh, 

And soldiers rrarch'd with grief and dread! 
The warrior came, serene and mild, 

Gaz'd all around with dauntless look. 
Till his fond boy unconscious smil'd ; 

Then nature and the father sjpoke. 
And now, each valiant Swiss his grief partakeSi 
For they sigh, 
And wildly cry, 
Poor William Tell ! once hero of the lakes. 

But soon is heard tlie muffled drum, 

And straight the pointed arrow flies, 
The trembling boy expects his doom. 

All, all shnek out — < he dies ! he dies !' 
When lo ! the lofty trumpet sounds ! 
The mark is hit ! the child is free ! 
Into his father's arms he bounds, 

Inspir'd by love and liberty ! 
And now each valiant Swiss their joy partakes, 
For mountains ring,. 
Whilst they swag, 
Live William Tell ! the hero ot tb^ \Qkkfi«. 
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I have song of war for knight, 
Lay of love for lady bright j 
Faiiv tale to lull the ear, 
Gobun grim the maids to scare ; 
Dark the night, and long till day : 
Do not bid me farther stray. 



MY FRIEND AND PITCHER. 

WORDS BT O' KBEFE. — ^ADAPTED TO BfUSIO. 

The wealthy fool, .with gold in store. 

Will still desire to grow richer ; 
Give me but these, I ask no more, 

My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
My fifiend so rare, my girl so fair, 

With such, what. mortal can be richer? 
Give me but these — a fig for care, 

With my sweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 

From morning sun I 'd never grieve, 
. To toil a hedger or a ditcher. 
If that, when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 

My friend so rare, &c. 

Though fortune ever shuns my door, 
I do not know what can bewitch her ; 

With all my heart can t be poor, 
With my sweet girl, my iriend, and pitcher. 

My friend so rare, &c. 



I SEE THEM ON THEIR WINDING WAY. 

WORDS BT BP. HEBER.— MUSIC BT B. HIMS. 

I SEE them on their winding way, 
About their ranks the moonheams play ; 
Their lofly deeds, and daring high. 
Blend with the notes of victory j 
And waving arms, and banners bright. 
Are glancing in the mellow light. 
They 're lost and gone — the moon is past. 
The wood's dark shade is o'er them cast. 
And fainter, fainter, fainter still, 
The inarch ia rising q'er the biH. 

I see them, &c. &a. 
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Affain, a^n, the pealing drum, 
The clashing horn — they come, they come ; 
Through rocky pass, o'er wooded steep, 
In long and glittering files they sweep ', 
And nearer, nearer, yet more near, 
Their soflen'd chorus meets the ear. 
Forth, forth, and meet them on their way, 
The trampling hoofs hrook no delay ; 
With thrilling fife, and pealing dnun, 
And clashing horn — ^they come, they come. 

I see them, &c. &c. 



MARSEILLES HYMN. 

Ye sons of Freedom, wake to glory ! 

Hark ! hark ! what myriads bid you rise, 
Your children, wives, and grandsires hoary, 

Behold their tears and hear their cries. 
Shall hateful tyrants, mischiefs breeding, 

With hireling hosts, a ruffian band, 

AfiTright and desolate the land. 
While peace and hberty lie bleeding ? 

To arms ! to arms ! ye brave ! 

Th' avenging sword unsheath : 
March on, march on, all hearts resolv'd. 

On victory or death. 

Now, now, the dangerous storm is rolling, 
Which treacherous kings confederate raise, 

The doffs of war, let loose, are howling, 
And To ! om- fields and cities blaze. 

And shall we basely view the ruin. 
While lawless force with ffuilty stride, 
spreads desolation far anawi(le, 

With crimes and blood his hands imbruing ? 
To arms ! to arms ! ye brave, &c. 

With luxury and pride surrounded. 

The vile msatiate despots dare, 
Their thirst of power and gold unbotrnded, 

To mete and vend the light and air. 
Like beasts of burden would they load us, 

Like gods would bid their slaves adore. 

But man is man, and who is more ? 
Then shall they longei \aaVv ^xi^ ^c»A wa> 
To arms \ to aitoa \ ye^ox^Ne, &^. 



\y 
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• « 

Oh ! Liberty, can man resign thee, 

Once having feh thy generous flame ? 
Can dungeons, bolts, and bars confine thee ? 

Or whips thy noble spirit tame ? 
Too lonff the world has wept, bewailing 

That falsehood's dagger tyrants wiela, 

But freedom is our sword and shield, 
And all their arts are tmavailing. 

To arms ! to arms ! ye brave, &c. 



MARCHE DES MARSEILLAIS. 

Allons ! enfans de la patrie. 
Le jour de gloire est arrive ; 
Contre nous, de la tyrannie 

L'etendard sanglant est lev6, 
Entendez vous, dans les campagnes 
Mugir ces feroces soldats, 
lis viennent jusques dans vos bras, 
Egorger vos fils, vos compagnes. 
Aux armes, citoyens ! 
Formez vos bataillons 
Marchez ! marchez, qu'tm sang impur 
Abreuve nos sillons ! 

Que veut cette horde d' esclaves, 

De traitres, de rois conjures ? 
Pour qui ces ignobles entraves, 

Ces fers des long tems pr^par6s ? 
Fran^ais, pour nous — ah quel outrage ! 

Quels transports il doit exciter, 

C est nous qu' on ose m6diter 
De rendre k Tantiqiie esclavage. 

Aux armes, citoyens ! &c. 

Tremblez, tyrans ! et vous perfides, 

L'opprobre de tous les parties, 
Tremblez ! vos pr6jet8 parricides 

Vont enfln re^evoir leur prix. 
Tout est soldat pour vous combattre ; 

S* ils tombenl^nos jeunes h6ros — 

La terre en produit de nouveaux 
Contre vous tout pr^ts k se battre. 

Aux armes, citoyens ! &o. 
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SWISS BOY. 

( Swim Air.' 

Covx, arouse thee, arouse thee, my l^ve Swisi 
Take thy pail and to labor away ! [i 

The sun is up with ruddy beam ; 
The kine are thronging to the stream. 
Come, arouse thee, arouse thee, my brave Swim 
Take thy pail, and to labor away. 

Am not I, am not I, say, a merry Swiss boy, 
When I hie to the mountains away ! 
For there a shepherd maiden dear. 
Awaits my song with Ustening ear. 

Am not I, &c. 

Then at night ! then at night — Oh ! a gay Swii 

I 'm away to my comrades, away ! 

The cup we fill — the wine is passed 

In friendship round, until at last. 

With good night ! and good night ! goes the ha 

To his home and his slumbers, away. 

SWISS MAID. 

ADAPTED TO THE 8AMB AIR. 

Cove haste thee, come haste thee, my bonny Swif 

Take thy cloak, and to church let's away ; 

The plighted love, I claim so true, 

For true 's my love, sincere to you, 

Then haste thee, come haste Uiee, my bonny Swu 

Take thy cloak, and to church let 's away. 

Am not I, am not I, then a happy Swiss maid ? 

Now bless'd with my own true love ; 

My shepherd swain to welcome home, 

And hail with joy each night's return^ 

Am not I, am not I, then a happy Swiss maid, 

Now blest with my own true love ? 

Now at eve, now at eve, see the happy Swiss maic 
In her cot, with contentment and peace ; 
There 's nought disturbs, devoid of care. 
Her rest u sweet, she knows no fefcc , 
Then 'good night,' and* good mgViX.,' g5M«>C&&\a 
/a her cot, to her uuxnbers in peace. 
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HAPPY SWISS BOY. 

ABAPTSD^TO THE IAMB AIB. 

Covx over the mountains, my bonny Swiss boy, 
And haste to thy labor away. 

Come over, &c. • 

And haste, &c. 
The sun now shows his rosy beams, 
The flocks are hasting to the streams, 

Come over, &c. 

And haste, &c. 

You will find me, yoa*ll find me a happy Swiss boy, 
As I trip o'er the hills, far away, 

Yon will find, &c. 

As I trip, &c. 
And while I watch mv flocks and herds, 
And listen to the warbling birds. 

You will find, &c. 

As I trip, &c. 



THE PJAIL MACHINE- 

Air—* Tid-re-i, 

Sure have you seen, a nail machine, 

*T is all the people's wonder, O, 
It thumps away, both night and day. 

And makes a noise like thunder, O. 
The cranks and pans, like battering-rams. 

Do keep such pelting, pouncing, O, 
That all the ground is shook around. 

By reason of the jouncing, O. 

ooken.) Now, you must know, that I 'd a lot of cousins, that 
d all the way down from Varmount, to lam the fashions, and 
2 all the cute and curious thingumjigs of the old colonv.-^By 
. ( said Zachary Diggins ) I insign to see the nail worKs, if it 
me my fire-ball colt, for uncle Fife told us, that they had ten 
iand ratUe-traps, and they kept up such a tamel 

Rattiety bang, and clatterty clang, 
And rattlety, clatterty bang tlie^ gjo. 
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So off we set, with Tom and Bet, 

Young Stephen BumM, and Dolly, O, 
And Jo, and Josh, and Bill Magosh, 

Ned Shacklefoot, the jolly, O. 
And Suzy Zudd, and Mimy Ludd, 

They rode beliind on pillionB, O, 
And bary Slack, they made such clack, 

You 'd tho't there were a miUion, O. 

{Spoken.) We scampered alon^ through mud and 
in the style of the fashionables, till we were brought i 
ing, full before squire Clinker's nail works, and wer 
teelly escorted into the very bowels of this establish! 
out squeeled aunt Betty Diggins, as loud as any sh 
Oh ! tne wonderation ! what a sight of jigamarees !- 
(quoth Ned)and as thick as ten bumblel)ces in a pum 
Rabbit ye. Bets ! an' be darned to you ! (bawled 01 
and hold your gab thar. — Oh ! the old sneezer ! ho^ 
'em up (cried Josh.) And then cousin Dolly the s 
she was quite sensitive. — Oh ! bv the lurry and liv 
(says Doll) I '11 be soused into a butter tub, if ever . 
curosity thingums, in all my born days. Fags and ( 
all over goose pimples ! — Flammation ! (sung out Toi 
chop the iron up ! — Then Bill taking his turn, cxcla 
bobs and buttakius ! uncle Jeremy's thrashing mill is 
that are ! take care, Stephen, or you will have ] 
smacked off by them 'are smashers, as quick as a pie 
walnut. Now all this, you know, was a very deUgc 
paniment to the affettuoso of the machinery, as i 
touched off its 

Rattlcty bang, &jc. 

Then came the clerk, a brisk young spark, 

All bowing to each lady, O, 
And questions all, both great and small, 

To answer he was rejuiy, O ! 
The gals were pleas'd, for them he squeez'< 

They hardly could deny him, O ! 
And ^aiy Slack, she ^ot a smack, 

Unless they did behe him, O. 

(Spoken.) This little animal the clerk, was a sort 
dandy, having the bottom of his wabt pinched up to 
quart pot, and thus resembling in shape, what we 
" VHup ; he wore eleven capes to his. coat, and had ov 
where his brains should be, a joc^y cap of catskin, a 
mock gold watch, with two seals each, aa bi^as a pren, 
Oh / taese dear UtUe creatures, aie aX.Yi«.7% wi n^mbSN.^ 
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Bdies ! They may easily be distinguished firom other animals 
teii singular gait, whicn is a sort of 

Tippity bob, tippity bob, 
Oh ! I am all the tippy, O. 

So round we went, wi' minds intent. 

On all this mighty working, O, 
'T was tamal queer, sich wondrous gear, 
^ And O ! sich jams and jerkihgs, O ! 

At length (says Tom,) Let's strSLe for home. 

To-night you know's the dancing, O, 
Ohj/yes I (says Zack,) if we ^o back, 

*T is time we were a prancing, O. 

H>ken.') So each lad of us took his lass, and then iu comely 
we all departed. It was, however, tliought by most of the 
that Mr. Tippy paid too much attention to Sary Slack, con- 
ng as how cousin Sary was no better, and to be sure, I '11 say 
irse than the rest on 'em. But the school-dame, we thought 
joo severe on the occasion, for she declared : By tlie jump- 
loses ! such indictions ought to be carried before the highest 
of juncture, for they quite annihilated all satisfaclion of the 
ition. — ^But all hard thoughts, 'and hard words, were soon 
ated by the frolic and fun on the road, as we jovially drove 
with 

Merrily ho ! whisp dobbin, gee ho ! 
Galloping gaily and cheery, O ! 

Then home we got, by gallop and trot. 

In season for the junket, O ! 
And there was Sam, and Katy Cram, 

And cousin David Plunket, O ! 
Now hark around ! the cheering sound. 

Of Peg and Pero's scraping, O ! 
In merry plight we spent the night, 

In frolicking and capering, O. 

oken). Now, as this was probably the last time we shouU 
together under such pleasant circumstances, we rebrlved to 
it up till the cows came home, as cousin Mimy said, and to 
re, we did it right merrily, with Hunt the squirrel, Jo BaBjer. 
1 of Sugar, &c. &c. &c. Here, however, was none or 
dances called, shawsees, rigamadoons, &c. but the good old 
•ned • 

Bigeltv bump, and ebufllety ^\mk^\ 
And AuMetj, scuf^ely cVum^ 'we ^<i\ 

10* 
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LET US HASTE TO KELVIN GRO 

WBITTBII BT JOHH BTME. — ^ASSANGED BT C. B. 1 

Let 118 haste to Kelyin grove, bonnie lassie, 
Through its mazes lef us rove, bonnie lassie, ' 
Where the rose in all its pride, 
Paints the hollow dingle side, 
Where the midni^t fairies glide, bonnie lassie 

We will wander by the mill, bonnie lassie, O, 
To the cove, besicte the rill, bonnie lassie, O, 

Where the glens rebound the call 

Of the lofty water-fall, 
Through the mountain's rocky hall, bonnie lass 

Then we '11 up to yonder glade, bonnie lassie, O, 
VHiere so oft oeneath its suade, bonnie lassie, O, 
With the songsters in the grove, 
We have told our tale of love. 
And have sportive garlands wove, bonnie lassie, ( 

B«i I soon must bid adieu, bonnie lassie, O, 
To this fairy scene and you, bonnie lassie, O, 
To the streamlet winding clear, 
To the fragrant scented briar. 
Even to thee of all most dear, bonnie lassie, O. 

And when on a distant shore, bonnie lassie, O, 
Should I fall 'midst battle's roar, bonnie lassie, O, 

Wilt thou, Ellen, when you hear 

Of thy lover on his bier. 
To his men'rjr sbed a tear, bonnie lassie, O ? 



MY HEART AND LUTE. 

WRITTEN AMD ARRANGED BY THOS. MOORE, ESQ. 

I GIVE thee all, I can no more, 

Though poor the off 'ring be ; 
My heart and lute are all tne store 

That I can bring to thee. 
A lute, whose genUe song reveals 

The soul of love fuW -weW, 
And, better fax, a heait \3ml\. fee\% 

Much more than \ule caao. \»W. 
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I ghre thee all, I can no more, 

Though poor the offiing be ; 
My heart and lute are all tne store 

That I can bring to thee. 

Thouffh love and eons may fail, alas ! • , 

To keep life's clouds away, 
At least 't will make them lighter paas, 

Or gild them if they stay. 
If ever care his discord flings, 

0*er life's enchanted strain, 
Let love 'but gently touch the strings, 

T will all be sweet again. 
I give thee all, &c. 



MY BONNIE LASS. 

WORDS BY A. LEE. 

^«r--t Wha'li be king but Charlie.* 

Mv bonnie lass, now turn to me, 

And gie A smile to cheer me, 
An honest heart I '11 gie to thee, 
For in truth I love thee dearly. 

Come, o'er the heather we '11 trip together. 
All in the moming^arly, 
With heart and hand, I '11 by thee stand, 
For in truth I love thee dearly. 
• Come, o'er the heather we '11 trip together, 
I heed neither mother nor father nor l>rother, 
With heart and hand, I '11 by thee sUUid, 
For in truth I love thee dearly. 

There 's many a lass I love full well, 

And many who love me dearly, 
But there 's ne'er a one, except thysel*. 

That I e'er could love sincerely. 
Come o'er the heather, &c. 



HERE WE MEET TOO SOON TO PART. 

Air — ^ Di tanti palpiti.' 

Here we meet too soon to part ; 
Here to leave will raise a Bmaxt*, 
Here I 'U press thee to my \iewl, 

Where none haye plaoe a^y^ Vbi^« 



.] 
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Here I vow to love thee well ; 
Could but words unseal the spell, 
Had but lan^age strength to tell, 
I 'd say how much I love thee ! 

Here the rose that decks thy door ; 
Here the thorn that spreads thy bower ; 
Here the willow on the moor ; 
The birds at rest above thee ; 

Had thev light of life to see 
Sense of soul, like thee and me, 
Soon might each a witness be. 
How doatingly I love thee 1 



BRUCE'S ADDRESS. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled ? 
Scots, whom Bruce has aflen led ! 
Welcome to your gory bed. 

Or to glorious victory ! 
Now 's the day, and now 's the hour ! 
See the front of battle low'r ! 
See approach proud Edward's pow'r ! 

Edward ! chains and slavery ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee. 
Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw ; 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa' 

Caledonian ! on wi' me ! 

By Oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
"We will drain our dearest veins. 

But they shall be, shall be free ! 
Lay the proud usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 

Forward ! let us do, or die ! 
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O SAY NOT WOMAN'S LOVE. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Oh ! say not woman's love is bought 

With vain and empty treasure ; 
Oh ! say not woman's heart is caught 

By every idle pleasure. 
When first her gentle bosom knows 

Love's flame, it wanders never; 
Deep in her heart the passion glows, 

She loves, and loves forever ! 

Oh ! say not woman's false as fair ; 

That like the bee she ranges ; 
Still seeking flowers more sweet and rare, 

As fickle fancy changes : 
Ah, no, the love that first can warm 

Will leave her bosom never : 
No second passion e'er can charm, 

She loves, and loves forever ! . 



TELL ME, AHE YE SLEEPIN' MAGGIE 1 

Air—'RofB wife.' 

Tell me, are ye sleepin*, Maggie ? 

Tell me, are ye sleepin', Maggie; 
Let me in, for loud the linn 

Is roarin' o'er the warlock craigie ! 
Mirk and rainy is the night. 

No a stam in a' the carie, 
Liffhtnin^ gleam athwart the lift. 

And wmcb drive on wi' winter's fury. 
Tell me, &c. 

Fearfu' souths the boor- tree bank, " 
The rifled wood roars wild and dreariei 

Loud the iron yett does clank. 
And cry o' howlets maks me eerie. 
Tell me, &c. 

Aboon my breath I dauma speak, 
For fear I rise your wauknfe daddy ; 

Cauld's the blast upon mv cheek ; 
O rise, rise my bonny Wy. 
Tell me, &c. 
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She op*t the door, she let him in, 
He cuist aside his dreepin' plaidie ; 

* Blaw your warst, ye rain and win*, 
Since Maggie, now I 'm in aside ye.' 



ROBINETTE WILL HAVE IT SO. 

Once as merry as the lark 

I mounted to the sky. 
But now I 'm grown a sober spark, 
And like an owl. 
The wisest fowl, 

Will roll a dismal eye j 
For Robinette will have it so, 

And what she will shall be ; 
I, therefore, take to ho ! ho ! ho ! 

And turn off he ! he ! he ! 

Once as merry as the kid, 

I frisked it o'er the OTound ; 
But since I am to lau^ forbid 
An ass I am, 
A sheep, a lamb, 
Shut up in dismal pound. 
For Robinette will have it so, &e. 



MERRY GIPSIES. 

A Trio, 

Merrt gipsies all are we, 
Far from Norwood do we come ; 

Ofl with cheerful song and glee. 
Thus we wander far from home. 
With a fal lal la, &c. 

Thro' the wood and o'er the wild. 
In the darksome niffht we roam. 

And oft have we the nours beguil'd. 
With legend tales we learnt at home. 
With a fal lal la. 

When the moon hangs overhead. 
And the stars are twinkling high'r 

On the heath with grouse o'ers^iead, 
OA we trim oni eociai &ce. 
With & M \a\Vk. 
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But when morning lights the sky, 

Then we rise and haste away ; 
O'er the hills and plains we hie, 

And little birds upon the spray. 
With a fal lal la. 



SING THE CHEERING ROSARY. • 

^Though oft we meet severe distress, 
In venturing out to sea, 
The perils of me storm seem less, 
As we to heaven our vows address. 
And sing the cheering rosary. 

Our kids that rove the mountains wide, 

And bound in harmless fflee, 
I seek each day at even- tide ; 
And while their course I homeward fioiide, 

I nng the cheering rosary. ^ 

And in the deeper shades of iiiffht, 
While through the wioods I nee, 

Where gloom and silence yield afinght; 

To make my beating heart sit light, 
I sing the cheering rosary. 



KITTY OF COLERAINE. 

IRISH MBLODT. 

As beautiful Kitty one morning was tripping 

With a pitcher of milk from the fair oi Coleraine, 
When she saw me, she stumbl'd, the pitcher it tumbl'd. 

And idl the sweet butter-milk water'd the plain. 
Oh, what shall I do now ? 't was looking at you now. 

Sure, sure, such a pitcher I 'U ne'er meet again ; 
'T was the pride of my dairy, O, Barney M'Leary, 

You 're sent as a plague to the girls of Coleraine. 

I sat down beside her, and gently did chide her. 

That such a misfortune should give her such pain, 
A kiss then I gave her, and before I did leave her. 

She vow'd lor such pleasures she 'd break it again. 
'T was hay-making season, I can't tell the reason^ 

.Misfortune will never come single 'tis ^lain.^ 
For very Boon after poor Kitty's aisasVei, 

The aevU a pitcher was whole in CoAemxAv 
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CHILDHOOD'S HOURS. 

WORDS Br D. WEIR. — IRISH MEI^ODT. 

pH ! our childhood's once delightful hours 

Ne'er come again, 
Their sunny glens, meir blooming bowers 
And primrose plains ! 
With other days 
Ambition's rays 
May flash upon our mind, 
But mve me back the morn of life 

With fond thoughts twined, 
As it sweetly broke on bower and hill, 
And youth's gay mind ! 

Oh ! our childhood's days are ne'er forgot 

' On life's dark sea; 
And memozy hails that sacred spot, 
Where'er we be. 
It leaves all joys. 
And fondly sighs, 
As youth comes on the mind, 
And looks upon the morn of life 
With fond thoughts, &c. 

When age will come, with locks of gray, 

To quench youth's spark. 
And its stream runs cold along the way, 
Where all seems dark, 
*T will smiUnff gaze. 
As memory's blaze 
Breaks on its wavering mind. 
But 't will never bring the mom of life 
With fond thoughts, 6lc. 









THE LAST LINK IS BROKEN. 

Popular Duet.—vroRiiB by mr. clifton..— music froi( mosait. 

The last link is broken that bound me to thee,^ 
And the words thou hast spoken have rendered me fiee ; 
That bright glance, misleading, on. o\!fcieT% xna.'j ^^f^> 
Those eyes smiled unheeded wVieix\»ax*^''a®^^''B' \\\\ 
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If my love was deemed boldness, that error is o'er, 
I 'ye ]|^|ie88ed thy coldness, and prize thee no more ; 
Oh ! liwe not loved lightly, I '11 think on thee yet, 
And pncy for thee nightly till life's sun hath set. 



MERRILY, MERRILY GOES THE BARK. 

A Olu. — ^WOBDS BT SIR W. SCOTT. — ^MUSIC BT J. WILLIS. 

Merrily, merrily ^oes the bark, 

Before the ^ale she bounds, 
So darts the dolphin from the shark, 

Or the deer before the hounds. 
They left Loch Tua on their lee. 
And they wakened the men of wild Tiree, 

And the chief of the sandy Coll. 
They paused not at Columba's Isle, 
Though pealed the bells at the hoary pile, 

Wim long and measured toll. 
No time for matin or for mass. 
And the sounds of the holy summons pass 

Away to the billow's roll. 



THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 

WOBDS BT MRS. HEMANS. — ^tllUSIC BT HEB SISTEB. 

*T WAS a trumpet's pieiiling sound ! 
And the Knight looked down from the Paynim's tower, 
And a Christian host, in its pride aild power, 

Through the pass beneath him wound. 
* Cease awhile, clarion ! clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice ! be still ! 

* I knew 't was a note ! 
And I see my brethren's lances gleam. 

And their pennons wave by the mountain stream. 
And their plumes to the glad wind float. 

* I am here with my heavy chain ! 
And I look on a torrent sweeping by, 
And an eagle rushing to the sky, . 

And a host to its battle plain. 

* Must I pine in my fetters here ? 

With tl^ wild wave's foam, and the free b\xd!% fii:^^> 
And ti^fll spean glancing on my sigYil, 
^^d the ti^mpet in mine eax ? 
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Cease awhile, clarion ! clarion wild and shrill, 

Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice ! be still 1 be still ! 

* They are gone ! they have all passed by ! 
They in whose wars I had borne my part-^ 
They that I loved with a brother's heart, 

They have left me here to die ! 
Sound again, clarion ! clarion, poor thy blast ! 
Sound ! for the captive's dream of hope is past.' 



LOVE WAKES AND WEEPS. 

A Duel.— WOBDS BT SIB. W. 8C0TT.— ABEANGSD BT PiJUtT. 

Love wakes and weeps 

While Beauty sleeps ! 
O for Music's softest numbers, 

To prompt a theme, 

For Beauty's dream. 
Soft as the pillow of her slumbers ! 

Through groves of palm, 

Sigh gales of balm, 
Fire-flies on the air are wheeling ; 

While through the gloom 

Comes soft perfume. 
The distant beds of flowers revealing. 

O wake and live ! 

No dream can siye 
A shadowed bliss the real excelling ; 

No longer sleep, 

From lattice peep, 
And list the tale toat Love is telling. 



FAREWELL ! 

WOBM BT LOBD BITRON.— AJtRAHGED AS ▲ DVIT. 

Farewell ! if ever fondest prayer 
For others weal availed on high, 

Mine will not all be lost on air, 

But waft thy name beyond Uie sky ! 

*T were vain to speak — to weep — to sigh ; 
Oh I more than tears o{ \Aood c^xi \i&Vl^ ^ 

When wrung from gmWa exmivaje^^, ^k 
Are in that word— Farev?e\\.\ Yttie^f^^ 
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These lips are mute, these eyes are dry; 

But in my breast, and in my brain, 
Awake the pangs that pass not by 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain, 

Though grief and passion there rebel ; 
I only know we loved in vain — 

I oxily feel — Farewell ! Farewell ! 



I HAVE FRUIT, I HAVE FLOWERS. 

A Cavattfui. — ^Music bt wads. •. ' 

I HAVE fruit, I have flowers, 
That were gathered iirlhe bowers, 
Amid the bloommg hills so high, so high ; 
I have fruit, I have flowers. 
The daughters of the showers, 
Of the dews and the rills, will you buy? 
I 've a young nightingale. 
That by moonlight in the vale. 
So fondly to a rose his love did sigh \ 
I stole within their bower, 
Caught the silly bird and flower; 
Will you buy the pretty lovers, will you buy ? 
I have fruit, &c. 



COMIN' THRO' THE RYE. 

WOBDS BV BVRN8. — SCOTCH MELODY. 

If a body meet a body comin' through the jye, 
If a body kiss a body, need a body ery ? ^ • 

Ev'ry lassie has her laddie, 

Nane, they say, ha'e I ! 

Yet a' the lads they smile at me. 

When comin' through the rye. 
Amang the train there is a swain 

I dearly lo'e mysel* ; 
But whare's his hame, or what's his name, 

I dinna care to tell. 

If a body meet a body comin' firae the town, 
If a body greet a body, need a body frown ? 
Ev'ry lassie has her laddie, 
^Nane, they say, ha'e 1 \ 
Byet a' the lads they smile at me) 
^Wben comin' through the rje. 
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Amang the train there is a swain 

I dearly lo'e mysel'; 
But whare's his hame, or what 's his name, 

I dinna caie to tell. 



ROB ROY MACGREGOR. 

-* Duncan Gray.' 



H 



Pardon now the hold outlaw, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O I 
Grant him mercy, gentles a', 

Rob Ro7 Macgregor, O I 
Let your hands and hearts agree, 
Set the Highland laddie free, 
Make us sin^ wi' muckle glee, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 

Long the state has doom'd his fa', 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 
Still he spumed the hatefu' law, 

Rob Roy Mac^egor, O ! 
Scots can for their country die ; 
Ne'er for Britain's foes they flee, 
A' that's past forget — ^forgi e, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 

Scotland's fear and Scotland's pride, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 
Your award must now abide, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 
Lang your favors hae been mine. 
Favors I will ne'er resign, 
Welcome then ite auld lang syne, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 



BRIGNAL BANKS. 

WORDS BT SIB W. SCOTT.— MUSIC BY DR. CLAJtKS, 

O Brignal banks are wild and fair. 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there. 

Would grace a sumtivei ^^eexi. ^ 

And as I rode by DaUoiv-WW, ^ 

Beneath the turret Vdg\v , 
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A maiden on the castle wall 
Was sinffinff merrihr, — 

Briffnal oamcs are ^sh and fair, 
And Greta woods are green ; 

1 'd rather rove with Edmund there 
Than reign our English queen. 

If, maiden, thou wouldst wend with me, 

To leave both tower and town, 
Thou first must guess what life lead we, 

That dwell by dale and down. 
And if thou canst that riddle read, 

As read full well you may, 
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed 

As blithe as queen of May. 
Yet sung she, Brignal banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are green ; 
I 'd rather rove with Edmund there 

Than reign our English queen. 

I read you, by your bugle horn. 

And by your palfrey good, 
I read you for a ranger sworn. 

To keep the king s green wood. 
A ranger, lady, winds nis horn. 

And 't is at peep of light ; 
His blast is heard at merry mom. 

And mine at dead of niffht. 
Yet sung she, Brignal ba^s are fair. 

And Greta woods are gay j 
i would I were with Edmimd there. 

To reign his queen of May ! 

With burnish'd brand and musketoon, 

So gallantly you come, 
I read you for a bold dragoon. 

That lists the tuck of arum. 
I list no more the tuck of drum. 

No more the trumpet hear ; 
But when the beetle soimds his hum, 

My comrades take the spear. 
And O, though Brignal baiiiks be fair. 

And Greta woods be ^ay, 
Yet micklemust the maiden dare. 

Would reign my queen of May ! 

Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death 1 11 die *, 
'Hie Bend, whose lantern Vights VJafe xoft^*^ 
Were better mate than I \ 



.-■\ 
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And when I 'm with my aomrades met, 

Beneath the greenwood bough, 
What once we were mp ■fllbrget, 

Nor think whm w^wkm mom. 
Yet Brignal bMki ani fteah and Mr, 

And Greta woods aie men ; 
'And you may gather ganands there. 

Would grace a summer queen. 



POLACCA. NO MOBS BT fiORROW. 

WORDS BT DCTPDr^— OTiro St 



No more, by sorrow olined, bit heart 

ShaU yield to fell detpsir; 
Now joy repels the envenom'd dart, 

And conquers ev'ry care. 

So, in our woods, the hunted boar 

On native strength relies ; 
The forests echo with his roar. 

In turn the hunter flies. . 



THE BANKS OF THE DEE.* 

WORDS BT JOmr BOMS. 

Air — ^ Langolee.* 

'T WAS summer and sofUy the breezes were blowing, 

And sweetly the nightingale sung from the tree ; 
At the foot ofa rock where the river is flowing, 

I sat myself down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on thou sweet river. 
Thy banks, purest stream, shall be dear to me ever : 
For there I first gain'd the aflection and favor 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 

But now he*s gone from me, and left me thus moumin 
To quell the proud rebels — for valiant is he ; 

And ah ! there's no hopes of his speedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 

He's gone, hapless youth ! o'er the loud roaring billow 

'*' TUb BODg derives its chief intereet fTom'\M\ii% VYie cxnscMA\\K!Qif 

Home, the well-known author of ' I>ou%\a», a Tt^%«^^ ,* %»ni >2ftfc ■ 

of the eventa of 1745. It is suited U> the \>ea».\it\A xxxue <&'• \asi%«3 
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The JEindett and sweetest of all the gay fellows, 
And left me to stray 'monffst the once loved willow8| 
The loneliest maid on the banks of the Dee. 

But time and my prayen may perhaps yet restore him, 
Blest peace may restore my oeu snepherd to me ; 

And when he returns, with such care I '11 watch o'er him, 
He never shall leave the sweet banks of the Dee. 

The Dee then shall flow, all its beauties displaying ; 

The lambs on its banks, shall again be seen playing ; 

While I with my Jamie am carelessly straying, 
And tasting again all the sweets oi the Dee. 



BLUE BONNETS OVER THE BORDER. 

WORDS BY SIB WALTER SCOTT. — ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

March, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale, 

Why, my lads, dinna ye march forward in order ? 
March, march, Eskdale and Liddesdale, 

All the blue bonnets are over the border. 
Many tt banner spread, flutters above your head, 

Many a crest tliat is famous in story, 
Mount and make ready then, sons of the mountain glen, 

Fight for your Queen and the old Scottish glory. 

Come from the hills where your hirsels are grazing, 

Come from the glen of the buck and the roe ; . 
Come to the crag where the beacon is blazing ; 

Come with the buckler, tlie lance, and the bow. 
^nmpets are sounding, war-steeds are bounding ; 

Stand to your arms, and march in good order ; 
Enffland shall many a day tell of the oloody fray. 

When the blue bonnets came over tlie border. 



PARODY ON THE SAME. 

Write, write, tourist and traveller — 
Fill up your pages, and write in good order; 

Write, write, scribbler and driv'ler — 
Why leave such margins ? Come nearer the border. 

Many a laurel dead, flutters around your head ; 

Many a tome is jour memento mori ; 
Come from yourgSLrretSf then, sons of the c^GaXV ^xidi^tL- 
Wiitff for Bnutt-ahopa, if you write not. &t ^otj . 

11 
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Come from your rooms, where the fiirthing wick's bimuiig, 
Come with your tales — speak thy gladness or wo ; 

Come from your small beer to vinegar turning — 
Come where the Port and the Burgundy flow. 

Fame's trump is sounding, — ^topics abounding, — 
Leave tlien, each scriboler, your high attic story ; 

Critics shall many a day speak of your book, and say, — 
* He wrote for the snuff shop — ^he wrote not for glory.* 

Write, Write, tourist and traveller — 
Fill up your pages and write in good order ; 

Write, write, scribbler and driv'ler — 
Why leave such margins ? Come nearer the border. 



COME O'ER THE STREAM CHARLIE. 

ADAPTED TO MUSIC. 

Come o'er the stream Charlie, dear Charlie, brave Charlie, 
Come o'er the stream Charlie, and dine wi' M'lean ; 

And though you be weary, we *11 make your heart cheery, 
And welcome our Charlie and his royal train. 

We'll brinff down the track-deer, we'll bringdown the black steei 
The lamb from the break an' the doe from the glen, 

The salt sea we '11 harry, and bring to our Charlie 
The cream from the boothy and curd from the pen. 

And you shall drink freely the dews of Glen-cheerlv, 
That stream in the star-light when kings do not ken j 

And deep shall your meed be of wine that is ruddy, 
To drink to your sire, and his friend the M'Lean. 

If au^ht will invite you, or more will delight you, 
'T IS ready, — a troop of our bold highland men 

Shall range o'er the heatlier, with bonnet and feather, 
Strong arms and broad claymores, three hundred and ten. 



THIS LOVE— HOW IT PLAGUES ME. 

WORDS BT D. WEIR. 

This love how it plagues me, young Ellen did say, 
As she sat at her wheel on. & vxsr. «\iiDxci<&t'« day ; 
Before I saw Sandy 1 loee w\\)a. \he WVl, 
And as merrily sang ftaue tiie monux^^^ ^w^*. 
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But now when I 'm singing, he comes in my mind, 
Tho' he 's neither before me, nor yet is behind : 

love do you plague ilka body like me, 
For Sandy ne'er promised a lover to be ? 

Wi* me at the gloaming we 've wander 'd alane, 
And at kirk, and at market, wi' me he has gane ; 
He speaks not of love but he's blithe when we meet; 
Nor allows me to pass unobserv'd in the street. 
Be still then my heart, let my wheel go its round, 
For mother will wonder what 's come o' thy sound ; 

1 needna be jealous for why should I be. 
Since Sandy ne'er promisea his true love to me. 

While Ellen was musing the door it flew wide, 
In a moment young Sandy was down by her side ; 
1 'm come my dear Ellen, you mauna say nay, 
To ask you to wed me, and Tuesday's me day ; 
Your mother's consented, O now my love speak, — ' 
Yet she said not a word, and pale grew her cheek ; 
At length with a smile, and the tear in her e'e, 
She clung to his bosom and said * it ynU. be.' 



MAID OF ATHENS. 

WORDS BT BTBON.— BCUSIC BT KIALLBLA.RK. 

Maid of Athens ! ere we part 
Give, O give me back my heart ! 
Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it now, and take the rest. 
Ah ! hear my vow before I go, 
Ah ! hear my vow before I go, 
My dearest life, I love you ! 

By those tresses unconfined. 
Wooed by each iEgean wind ! 
By those lids whose jetty fringe 
^ss thy soft cheek's blooming tinge ! 
By those wild eyes like the roe, — 
An ! hear my prayer before I go^ 
My dearest life, I love you ! 

Maid of Athens ! I am gone : 
Think of me J sweet, when alone ; 
Though I fly to Istambol, 
11* 
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Athens holds my heart and soal. 
Can I cease to love thee ? No ! 
Hear my vow before 1 go, 
My dearest Ufe, I love you! 



MARY, LIST, AWAKE. 

WOaiM BT HUNT. — ^MUSIC BY WBITAKU. 

Mart, dear Mary, list, awake ! 
And now like the moon thy slumbers break. 
There is not a taj>er, and scarcely a sound. 
To be seen or be heard in the cottages round. 
The watch-dog is silent, thy father sleeps. 
And love, like the breeze, to thy window creeps. 
The moonU^ht seems list'nin^ all over the land. 

To the whispers of angels like thee ; 
O Ufl, but a moment, the sash with thine hand, 

And kiss but that hand to me, 

My love, Mary ! 

Kiss but that hand to me ! 

Gently awake, and gently arise ! 

Oh, for a kiss to unclose thine eyes ; 

The vapor of sleep should fly softly the while, 

As the breath on thy looking-glass breaks at my smile ! 

And then I would whisper uiee never to fear, 

For Heaven is all round thee when true love is near. 

Just under the woodbine, dear Mary, I stand, 

Still looking and list'ning for thee ; 
O lifl, but a moment, the sash with thy hand, 

And kiss but that hand to me. 

My love, Mary .• 

Kiss but that hand to me ! 

Hark ! — do I hear thee ? — Yes, 't is thou, 

And now there 's thy hand, and I see thee now ; 

Thou look'st like a rose in a crystal stream. 

For thy face, love, is bathed in the moonlight gleam ! 

And, oh ! could my kisses like stream-circles rise. 

To dip in thy dimples and spread round thine eyes ! 

How sweet to be lost in a night such as this, 

In the arms of an angel like thee ! 
Nay, stay but a moment — one moment of bliss. 

And smile but fotgiveiieBa \o xfta, 

My \oNe,^«a'5 \ 

fidnile but forgiveness V> lae. 
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Nobodj, Bweet, can hear our sighs, 

Thy voice just comes on the soft air and dies. 

Dost thou f^aze on the moon ? I have gazed as I rove. 

Till I thought it has breathed heaven's blessing on love ; 

Till I 've stretched out my arms, and my tears have begun, 

And nature, and heaven, and thou, seemed but one. 

Fare thee well, sweetest Mary, the moon 's in the west, 

And the leaves shine with tear-drops like thee ; 
So draw in thy charms, and betake thee to rest, 

O, thou, dearer than life to me. 

My love, Mary ! 

Thou dearer than life to me. 



THE SUN THAT UGHTS THE ROSES. 

• WORDS BY MONCRIEFF. 

Though dimpled cheeks may give the light. 

Where rival beauties blossom. 
Though balmy lips to love invite 

To ecstasy the bosom ; 
Yet sweeter far yon summer sky, 

Whose blushing tint discloses, 
Give me the lustre-beaming eye. 

The sun that lights the roses. 

The voice of love is soft and clear. 

Exciting fond emotion ; 
How sweet it sounds upon the ear. 

Like music on the ocean ; 
Yet dearer far to lover's sight. 

The eye that truth discloses, 
Surpassing with its splendor bright 

The sun that lights the roses. 



THE GARDENER'S SONG. 

WBITTEN BY DIBDIN. 

When the tendrils of love once strike root in the heart 
They shoot freely without cultivation ; 

If the sun of encouragement warmth but impart 
To the soil of a sweet inclination. 

Yet in this wide world's borders wherever *t is founds 
The hindwood of interest gets seed m*, 

jiny money and marigold cover iVie g;io\iEi^> 
While beneath the sweet rost love lies bleedvag- 
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Though single for some time an Adorns may keep, 

Sagdy rafling at Wedlock so witty ; 
Whife in Venus's looking-glass at every peep 

A JVdreisstts appears none so pretty. 
At huit if he spies, 'mong the fair mieens of the mesdf 

A good shepherd's purser full of oright money. 
His bachelor's buttons then begin to look dead, 

And he longs to be stickUng the honey. 

0£ raking now tired, (though as chill cueurnher cold 

The fair daughter should prove to their union,) 
His eyes gaily ghsten at the thought of her ^old, 

And you 'd think he'd been slicing an omon. 
In for love, lack-adaisies he rue fully pine^, 

Of a willow he talks, and his garters ; 
Ev'n the sultan's imperial croum he'd resign 

To be saved from the fate of love's martyrs. 



COME DEAREST, TOUCH THE CASTANET. 

W0BD8 BT HALL. 

Come, dearest, ere the sun is set, 
Come, liffhtly touch the castanet : 
Its sound can waken pleasUB t^. 
And dance the lively sequadiQe 
Before the evening shadow* Uirow 
Their dusky garb o'er all below. 

Come ; he whose path is through the skies 
Shall beam, at least, o'er brightened eyes ; 
Come ; heaven is smiling, earth is gay, 
And breezes bear our woes away. 
Come, dearest, touch the castanet. 
Our souls may feel its music yet. 



NOW GOOD NIGHT. 

TRANSLATED FROM C. M. VON WEBER. 

Now ffood night — 
Round each hill, and tower, and tree. 
Darkness deep her mantle closes. 
While all natuie calm xe^ooie^', 
Darkness brings no test. \a Toe. 
Now good night, lo-ve, HON? g^i<AiiM&*.. 
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Dearest love — 
Still may no fond thought of me 

Thy calm hour of rest encumber ; 

But ffood angels watch thy slumber, 
Round me pillow press'd by thee. 

So good night, love — so good night. 



WE 'LL MARRIED BE. 
A Comic Duet, — bt mallinsoit. 

He. — One day, while working at my plough, 

Fal lal lal, <&0. 
I felt, just here, I can 't tell how ; 

Fal lal lal, dtc. 
I turned my head round, just to see 
Who 't was I heard, when there stood she, 
Like WevMSf com'd out of the sea. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
She. — ^La ! John, you flatter now, I 'm sure. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
I look'd like I, and nothing more ; 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
I 'd walked along a field or two. 
And miffht look rosy-cheek'd or so : 
Beaidot. I met a charming beau ! 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
He, — I knows ihe ehap you mean, I trow, 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
He *t at the squire's, here below. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
Be careful, Nan, take heed in time, 
Here 's honest John, just in his prime, 
If you *11 be his'n, he '11 be thine. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
Skt. — Why John, your sartan well to do, 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
You 've got a cow, a pig or two ; 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
But mother's magpie talks to I — 
She calls me angel of the sky. 
He. — ^Then mother's magpie tells a lie. 

Fal lal lal, dec. 
She. — Tells lies I the bird does no such things— 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
For I 'm an angel — 
He. — Where' s tioui vaugs ^ 
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&u. — That gremman, sir, all sweet perfume, 

Said— ^ Oil, yoa goddess from the moon ! ' 
He. — He meant a witch upon a broom. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
She, — Well, time will show, and, John, yon 'U fin 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
He. — ^You'd best take me. Nan, in the mind. 
• Fal lal lal, &c. 

She. — ^Wi' all my heart, next Sunday. 
He. — Done. 

We '11 married be, as sure as fun. 

She. — And then, John 

He. — You and I '11 be one. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 

Bath.-'Qo Z ^JJi^g \ who'd wish to happy be, 

But to old Nick send jealousy. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 



DEAR NATIVE HOME. 

WRITTEN BY MISS BRTUfT. 
.^i»^— 'Sweet Home.' 

Though we roam through the world to seek peace and delight, 
'T is but a dark prospect alluring the si^t, 
For, though pleasure may greet us wherever we roam, 
Still one bright thought must beam on our dear native home. 

Home, sweet home, &c. 
Oh ! nothing otn equal our dear native home. 

When the captive Mid thinks of the joys that are past, 
And a wretch, on the wide world to misery cast. 
When hours pafs in sorrow^ and friends seek the tomb, 
Then he dn^ a Ibnd tear for his dear native home. 

Home, sweet home, &c. 

THE MAY MORN. 

WORDS BY MISS BRYANT. 
Air — ' Had I a heart for falsehood.' 

The mom may shed its sunny ray, 

The rose may meel tivy Vie-w , 
When^ol shall drive m \ft«.i% «ln^«5 , 

Its glittering early dev?. 
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Though beauty smile and friends caress, 

Yet all those charms must fly, 
If Heaven should cease this heart to blesS| 

Andy dearest, you should die. 

Then never doubt, my dark eyed love, 

I only live for thee j 
Though brighter eyes more beauteous rove, 

Thme, thme, are all to me. 

And though the grave may take thee, dear. 

Dismiss the tear and sigh ; 
A breaking heart would meet thee there. 

My dearest, if you die. 



O'SHANE AND JESSIE. 

» 

WORDS BT O'BRIEN. 
Jir—' White Cockad.» 

Arrah, Jessie, dear, now hear my plan. 
We '11 go to Erin's hills so green ; 

There 's none can love like an Irishman, 
And from Ulster highland hills are seen. 

Jessie. I '11 not gang to your Irish clan. 
Thy country is too far awa ; 
Although you be a braw young mon, 
I fear your hills are frast and snaw. 

0*Skane. It 's your own hills, my honey dear. 

That *s covered o'er with frost and snow ; 
But mine are green throughout the year. 
Then come before your mountains thaw. 

Jessie. I cannot sang with you, I 'm sure, 
A Jo I have, and I 'm his ain; 
Doyou ken yon rising tower ? 
There he lives, I mun gang hame. IGoiftg. 

O' Shane. Then faith, you shan't, my highland dear. 

[Holds her. 

Jessie. Let me go, you Irish loon ! 

G* Shane. That I won't, you need not fear. 

Jessie. There, you foo, you 've tore my gown ! 

O* Shane. I vow that I will be sincere ; 

Then come with me, my lovely tii«id, 
My all with you I '11 freely share, 
oo come, and never be afraid. 
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Jessie. Then, as you vow to be sincere, 

I '11 s&ng with thee, my Irish lad ; 
First tell me what your fortune *s there, 
For I have nane, and that is bad. 

O' Shane I have a cow, and year-old swine, 

From thieves my dog will keep us free ; 
There 's a sow, ten sheep— the priest left nine. 
And a cat to purr upon your knee. 

Jessie. If I gang with thee to Erin's land, 

You '11 not prove false and gang awa ? 

0^ Shane. Oh, when I do forsake this hand, 

Then may your mountains on me thaw ! 



BRIGHT HOURS IN STORE. 

Why should we, the days of our boyhood bewailing, 

Neglect all the pleasures that Ue in our way ? 
These sad recollections are sure unavailing, 

The present then let us enjoy while we may ; 
Ne'er regretting the past, no, nor fearing to-morrow. 

We '11 merrily meet ev'ry care to forget ; 
Then J(nn the gay chorus, and, banishing sorrow, 

BelnrviB that bnght hours are in store lor us yet. 

But sudden misfortune may sometimes confound us. 

And musing on days that are gone force a tear ; 
Ah I then the lov'd playmates of vouth were around us — 

To cheer us in sorrow they still may be near. 
While each holiday pastime in fancy pursuing ; 

Oh ! then in their smile ev'rv care we '11 forget, 
And join the ny chonu, the pleasure renewing. 

Of liglit fiouc dayi waen in childhood we met. 

The Joys <)f oaf youth should be laid up as treasures, 

Wnich'niem*iy wfij often recall to our view ; 
And each h^oy hour, which is now wing'd with pleasures. 

We '11 one oay delighted in fancy renew. 
Thus eiijoyment from days that are gone we may borrow, 

Though soften'd it be by a shade of regret ; 
Then join the gay chorus, and banishing sorrow. 

Believe that bright hours are in store for us yet. 
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AFFECTION IN OLD AGE. 

Air — ' Believe me if all those, &c.' 

Oh. Ellen, thine eyes, like the sweet stars of nifirht. 

Now miminemV heart with their ray; 
But Time, that despoiler, (though lovely and bright,) 

Will too soon take their magic away ; 
For age slowly totters to ravage such charms, — 

In vain 't is for beauty to sue. 
But my heart, which at present thy loveliness warms, 

Must ever beat fondly for you. 

I grieve when I think that thy beauty must fade, 

And that all my endeavors can't save 
My Ellen from Time, and that no mortal aid 

Can rescue my love from the ffrave. 
But, when aged, in thy features I '11- fondly retrace 

The charms which I now hold so dear. 
And recall all our joys as I gaze on thy face. 

To pay the sad tribute a tear. 



TURN THE NIGHT TO DAY. 

Air—* Fly not yet.» 

Would you know my chief deli^^? . 
*T is to enjoy a moonlight nighty— 
To sit and count the stars aboye, 
And talk to one that's fair, of loye. 

And pass the hours away. 
If you 'd know what I most prize, 
'T is life that springs from woman'i i 
At night to hear the watch-doff bark 
To seek the owl, — outlive the iaxk^ — 

And turn the night to day. 

To day, to day, &c. 

Would you know what makes me mourn, 
'T is watching day for night's return. 
To meet in shades, where no contsoV 
Can check the inward flow of bo\]\) 
W2iich dreams not of diBma^. 
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Then if you 'd know the joy of life, 
'T is woman, who can check all strife ; 
Her voice, her eyes, her every grace, 
Her waving tresses, lovely face, 
All turn the night to day. 

To day, to day, &c. 



ROSE OF LOVE. 

COMPOSED BY C. B. HOBN. 

Thou art mine, rose of love, thou art mine, 

In my bosom thou art planted forever ; 
There the best of affections shall round thee entwine, 
As the elm is embraced in th' embrace of the vine. 

Which is never relinquished, no — never. 
Rose of love, rose of love ! thou art mine. 

Thou art planted here, ne'er to decay ; 

From my heart nought thy beauties can sever ; 
And should tears, like bright dew-drops, at dawn of the day, 
Impearl thy sweet bloom, 1 will kiss them away. 

For thou ne'er shall know sorrow, no — never. 
Rose of love, rose of love ! thou art mine. 



THE VILLAGE MAID. 

WRITTEN BY CROSS. 

When I quitted the cot, that stands alone on the moor, 

Round the which play'd the breezes of health, 
'T was to gain fair Anna, the nymph I adore. 

Abroad a snug portion of wealth. 
I told the sweet gu*!, when preparing to part, 

Of my conitancy ne'er be afraid ; 
Though distant, your image will dwell in my heart, 

For there reigns my sweet village maid. 

Fortune's prosperous gales had now wailed me back, 

And I hasted my Anna to meet ; 
While fancy portray'd, as I follow 'd the track. 

With what joy I my Anna should greet : 
How her bright eyes would sparkle, approaching to view, 

When of presents my store I 'd display : 
And touching her lipa, wYiispei'd \]ia.eaft «xft fet "^ow^ 
YeSj all for my sweet viWage maid.. 
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I tradg*d, smiling thus, with gay pleasure my guidOi 

When a shriek my steps onward did urge, 
I flew to the spot, saw, drove down by the tide, 

An angel embrac'd by the surge ; 
I dash'd through the stream, brought her safe to the shore, 

On the bank where she gently was laid, 
Reviving, I saw the dear girl I adore, 

Ah, me ! it was my sweet village maid. 



HEAVING THE LEAD. 

WORDS BT rSARCB. — ^▲DAPTBD TO MUSIC. 

For England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ship up channel steer d, 

And scuddinff under easy sail. 
The high blue western land appeared. 

To heave the lead the seaman sprung. 

And to the pilot cheerly sung, 

* By die deep — Nine ! ' 

And bearing up to gain the port. 
Some well-known object kept in view- 

An abbey-tow'r, a harbor-fort, 
Or beacon, to the vessel true ; 

While ofl the lead the seaman flung. 

And to the pilot cheerly sun^, 

* By the mark — Seven ! 

And as the much-lov'd shore we near. 
With transport we behold the roof 

Where dwelt a friend or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchless proof! 

The lead once more the seaman flung. 

And to the watchful pilot sung, 

* Quarter less — Five ! ' 

Now to her birth the ship draws niglu 
With slacken 'd sail she feels the liae ; 

* Stand clear the cable ! ' is the cry — 
The anchor's gone, we safely fide. 

The watch is set, and through the night. 

We hear the seaman with delight. 
Proclaim — ' all's well.' 
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FRIEND OF MY SOUL. 

WORDS BY MOOSE. — ^XUSIC BT LATOUB. 

Friend of my soul, this goblet sip,' 

'T will chase the pensive tear ; 
'T is not so sweet as woman's lip, 
"X But, oh! 't is more sincere, 

^ Like her delusive beam 

'T will steal away thy mind ; 
But like affection's dream, 
It leaves no sting behind. 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade. 

These flowers were culled at noon ; 
Like woman's love, the rose will fade, 
But, ah ! not half so soon ! 

But, though the flower 's decayed. 
Its fragrance is not o'er , 
Sl»^ But once when love 's betrayed. 

The heart can bloom no more. 



PHRENOLOGY. 

WORDS BT HALLIN80K. 

Air—i Oh ! what a row ! ' 

Come, folks, come to my phrenologic lecturing. 

Every mental faculty I can descry ; 
Bring all your heads with ye — ^I' 11 silence all conjecturing. 
My frum^-discerning talents sure none deny. 
For this, good folks, is not a hoajc. 

My sytem orthodox is, O ! 
Just only now my hand allow 
To feel your knowledge-boxes, O ! 
Of this bump or toat, which from mental causes swell up so, 

r 11 make it clear each bumpkin here its or^n shall develope 
Lumps, bumps, pates, fates, scullery, medullary. 
Phenomena, developed are by Doctor Gall. 

Spoken.] * Ladies and shentlemons, I be come all de vay fi 

Jarmanv for to impart to de English nation de benefit of phrei 

ogy. AJJow me, sir, to feel your head.' — * Well, what do ] 

^elF' — * Here* 8 the organ of ^8m\ftiee.\cdcnft«a ^a \|\^ «a «. til 

jttfiDg'/— ' What, that there WmpV— ^Xe^.'—^^N^'S^ NiMBt^^, 
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ow a ffreat deal about it, for I sot that Ir^ running my head 
Binst the pole of a hackney-coach in the Minories.' 

Come, folks, come, &c. „ 

l^e's ogling now na emotion of the soul implies ; «AC 

javater and system, if you 'd live, renounce ; . * 

'bancle, or grog blossom, no devotion to the bowl implies, 
Vopensity we only see upon the sconce ! 

3 swelling heart can ne'er impart its feelings by the throb alone, d 
9 head that swells much better tells by counting of the nobs/ 

alone ! fr 

I've an ultra intellectually organized nobility. 

Lumps, bumps, &.c. 

POKEN.] ' Plesh my soul, plesh my soul, vat a bump ! It is 
organ of transportation for fourteen years.* — * Master, you be 
ing so much about these here organs, be they any thin^ Uke 
organ which is played at Vauxhall ? ' — ' No, my good fellow, 
dinerence is this : the organ at Vauxhall is played by keys, 
ch are flats and sharps, but the organs of Gall are fngertd by 
r alone.' 

Come, folks, come, Ac. 

atorial candidates, for suffrages solicitous, 

lust go in shoals, with shaven poles, to poll for votes, 

i matrimonial suitors, to terminate felicitous, 

.''o woo sincere, must now appear as bald as coots. 

Don't, if you wed, expose your head. 
Think what the jade Delilah did. 

What, in bis sleep, to get a peep 
At Samson's bumps, she slyly did. 
find, no doubt, the organ out his weakness did consist in, 
! shaved his head, and men betrayed him to the wicked Philistine. 

Lumps, bumps, &c. 

IpoKEN.] * My dear sir, permit my hand one moment's prox- 
ty to your pericranium. Bless me, very strange ; I beg to in- 
re if you were ever. trepanned, sir ? ' — ' Never, since my mar- 
re ', that's the only time they ever trepanned me, and they 
I't catch me at that fun again !' — * Ah ! I declare, here is the 
an of adhesiveness.' — * True, doctor, wery true and wery ad- 
ive ; it's a bit of bees- wax I put there to keep my vig on, as the 
d is high on Wauxhall-bridge.' 

Come , ioY&A^ ^iwoa ^ 5suc^ 
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HE LOVES, AND REDES AViTAY 

At the Baron of Mowbray's eate was seen 

A page with a courser black ; 
There came out a knight of noble mien, 

And he leap'd on the courser's back ; 
His arms were bright, his heart was li|^ 

And he sung this merry lay — 

* How jollily lives a fair young knight ! 

He loves, and rides away.' 

A lady look'd over the castle wall, 
And she heard the knight thus sing ; 

This lady's tears began then to fall, 
And her hands she began to wring. 

* And didst thou then thy true love plight, 

And was it but to betray ? 
Ah ! tarry awhile, my own dear knight; 
In pity don't ride away. 

The knight of her tears took no heed. 

While scornful laughed his eye ; 
He gave the spur to ms prancing steed— 

* Good-by, sweetheart, good-by.* 
And soon he vanished from her sight, 

While she was heard to say, 
^ Ah ! ladies, beware of a fair younff knight, 

He '11 love, and he '11 ride away. 



ADIEU MY NATIVE LAND. 

. MUSIC BY P. K. MORAN. 

Adieu, my native land, adieu ! 

The vessel spreads her swelling sails, 
PerhiqMS I never more may view 

Your fertile fields, your flowery dales ; 
Delusive hope can charm no more. 

Far from the faithless maid I roam. 
Unfriended seek some foreign shore, 

Unpitied leave my peaceiul home ! 

Adieu, my native land, &c. 

Farewell, dear villaee, oh I farewell. 

Soft on the gale my iftxxtmwx ^ea, 
I hear thy solemn evenm^AoeWi 
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Thy spires yet glad my aching eyes ; 
Though frequent tails the dazzling tear, 

I scorn to shrink at Fate's decree, 
And think not, cruel maid, that e'er 

1' 11 breathe another sigh for thee. 

Adieu, my native land, dec. 

In vain, through shades of frowning night, 

Mine eyes thy rocky coast explore. 
Deep sinks the fiery orb of light, 

I view thy beacons now no more. 
Rise, billows, rise ! blow, hollow wind ! 

(Sot night, nor storms, nor death, I fear,) 
Be friendly, bear me hence to find 

That peace which fate denies me here. 
Adieu, my native land, &c. 



THE MERRY BOW CHURCH BELLS. 

A Olee. — ^WOBDS BT CRora. 
Air—* The Meny Christ Church Bella.' 

Divo-dong, the merry, merry Bow Church bells 

Sound sweet, and aloe impart ; 
The chanffes that enrich our peals, 

Rewara the ringer's art : 
Their cheerful chime dull grief disnels. 
So sweet sound the merry, merry Bow Church Bells. 

Within their sound how manv bom 

Have proved both good and great ; 
The world's emporium who adorn, 

Or honor power and state ; 
By ceaseless industry who tlirive. 

By honest trade reap gain, 
By commerce envied wealth achieve ; 

Rich burghers of the main. 
By Fortune s choicest favors crowned. 

Thus ofl, old Record tells, 
Have rose the boys bom in the sound 

Of merry, merry Bow Church bells. 

Ding dong, &c. 

12 
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A ROUND, A MERRY LAUGHING ROUND. 

A QiuiTtette ani Choma, 

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAJI OPERA OF PRECIOSA. MU <W BT WEBER. 



c 
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A ROUND, a zoand, 
A merry laughing round, a round, 

While echoes sound ; ^jk. 

A round, while echoes sound; ^ 

The horn shall give time 

With its midnight chime, 
To quick-twinkling ^t and the gipsy rhyme 

Trarah! Traiah ! 

In night, in ni^ht. 
In lovely silent night, in night, 

When stars are bright. 
In night when stars are bright ; '^ 

Ah ! then is the day . ^ '^" - 

When the gipsies lAtfUiL. 
So merrily singing their ilHaelay. 

trtunh ! Trarah .' 

Like fays, like fays, 
Like merry tripping fay^, like fays, 

We tread the maze. 
Like fays we tread th^ maze 

On midsummer's green. 

And where we have been 
T^ prints of our dance in mom shall be seen. 

Trarah ! Trarah ! 

CHORUS. 

Now all that love day light are sleeping. 

Of earth, of the air, of the sea ; 
But brighter to us is the ihoonlight, 

And sweeter the dance on the lea. 

Those stars that are twinkling above us. 
They sorely for some one must shine ; 

As none else will claim them, their brightness 
Be Ut up for love and for wine. 

And then, too, they call those bright twinklers 

The Draff on, the Dog, and the Bear, 
While all the same time, 1 co\i\d svie^x W, 
They 're souls of the brave and. xke feix. 
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So ne'er a^n I *11 London see, 

But range each hill and valley ; 
Come, spend a trifle, sir, with me, 

And toink on little Sally. 



CYNTHIA'S <50ItaGE. 

,4^ When at night the villa^ swains 
7* Yield to sleep's bland dotage, 
I^will trip across the plains- 
To my Cynthia's cotta^ ; 
Wish her, ere retu^i of hsht, 
A refireatung sweet good night. 

Sleeping angel ! may no fear 

Your repose encumber, 
For my passion is sincere ; 
0' E'en when wrapt in slumber, 
^' . And in dreiinA I ofttimes swear, 
ConstaaaMkithee, my fair. 

When staislnikle in the skies. 
With a hewr brightness, 

I oft meet heFfiLdiant eyes. 
Thro' the moss clad lattice ; 

And then steal a parting kiss. 
That my senses whemis in bliss. 

O ! then I can smk to rest ! 

Round me joys are hov'ring; 
- Feel more tranquil, feel more blest. 

Than the greatest sov'reign ; 
All his treasures, all his might, 

I 'd not take for such a night. 



THE HARP OF LOVE. 

The harp of love when first I heajd 
Its song beneath the .moonlight tree. 
Was echoed by his plighted word. 
And ah ! how dear its song to me. 
But wail'd the hour will ever be. 
When to the air, the bugle gave 
To hush lore's gentle minslrelay, 
The wild war music of thebmve. 
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For he hath heard ite sounds, and now 
Its voice is sweeter than mine own, 
And he hath broke the plighted vow, 
He breathed to me and We alone. 
That Harp hath lost its wonted tone, 
No more its strings his fingers move, 
Ah ! would that he had only known 
The music of the harp of love. 



O YES, WHEN THE BLOOM. 

O TES, when the bloom of love's boyhood is o'er, 
He '11 turn into friendship that fee^ no decay, 
And though time may take fix>m him the wings he c 
The charms that remain will be bright as before, 
And he '11 lose but his young trick of flying away. 

Then let it console thee, if love should not stay, 
That friendship our last happy moments will crown, 
Like the shadows of morning love lessens away, 
While fHendship, like those at the dosing of cuiy, 
Will linger and lengthen as life's sun goes down. 
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AH WHY DID 1 GATHER. 

■MDiir. 

Ab ! why did I gather this delicate flower, 

Why pluck the young bud from the tree ? 
*T would there have bloom'd lovely for many an hour, 

And how soon will it perish with me ? 
Already its beautiful texture decays, 

Already it fades on my sight ; 
Tifl thus that chill rancor too often o'erpowers 

The moments of transient delight. 

When eagerly pressing enjoyment too near. 

Its blossoms we gather m haste ; 
How ofl thus we mourn with a penitent tear, 

0*er the joys which we lavish d in waste : 
This elegant flower, had I left it at rest, 

Bfiffht still have delighted my eyes ; 
Bat uuck'd prematurely, and plac'd in my breast, 

It languishes, withers, and oies. 



AE FOND KISS. 

WORDS BT BDBITS. 

As fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae farewell, alas ! forever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I '11 pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I '11 wage thee. 
Who shall say that fortune ^eves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me ; — 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I '11 ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy : 
But to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love forever. 
Had we never loved sae kindly, 
Had we never loved sae blindly, 
Never metn~or never pttrted, 
We bMd ne'er been broken-headed^ 

13 
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Fare thee well, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee well, thou best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae farewell, alas ! forever ! 
Deep in heart- wrung tears I '11 pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I '11 wage thee. 



ANSWER TO MY HEART AND LUTE. 

MUSIC BT CROUCH. 

I COME, dear maid, with tuneful art, 

Thv ling'ring hours to cheer, 
And bring thee too a tender heart, 

Full fraught with love sincere. 
A heart, you say, is richer store, 

Than glittering gems from me, 
And what is then Peruvian ore. 

Compared with smiles from thee ? 
Compared with smiles, &c. 

FoBsess'd of such unfading bliss, 

To gild our lovely way, 
With thee, my love, I ask but this, 

To life's remotest day ; 
* A heart and lute ' are slender store, 

* An oflTring poor ' they be. 
Were they a world I could no more — 

Then brin^ them love, to me. 
Then bnng them, &c. 



• A LINNET SAT LONE IN A BUSH. 

SUNO BT MADAME VB8TRI8. 

A LINNET sat lone in a bush — 

An unmarried linnet was she ; 
To woo her there came a young thrush — 

A bachelor thrush too was he. 

La lira, &c. 

The bulflnches, blackbirds, and larks. 
As friends to both piucWea, fievi toxvivd.^ 

And eagerly chirp' d Viievi lexoaxV* 
In what bUas sucb. a tnatoVk txivmiX «SD«vai&. 
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Qaoth the circle, ' you ne'er can object; 

The thrush must be surely your choice — 
He 's the husband our wisdoms elect, 

All your family give him their voice.* 

La lira, &c. 

The linnet replied, in sly tone, 

* Let the thrush take the voice of my friends, 
I '11 keep for another my own.' 

My song, with its moral, here ends. 

La lira, &c. 

A WEARY LOT IS THINE. 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

A WE ART lot is thine, fair maid, 

A weary lot is thine ; 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid, 

And press the rue for wine. 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green, 

No more of me you know. 
My love ! 

No more of me you know. 

This morning, merry June, I trow. 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter's snow. 

Ere we two meet again. 
He turned his charger, as he spake, 

Upon the river snore j 
He gave his bridle reins a shake, 

Said, * adieu, forever more. 
My love ! 

Adieu, forever more,' 



AWAKE THE HARP'S SLUMBER. 

WAKE the harp's slumber to pleasure's soft lay. 
The taper shall dart its beams thro' the hall ; 
'om the tempest of war, and the battle's loud bray, 
We '11 dearly obey mirth's heart-thrilling call, 
h ! change the light strain, bid Hie sorrow arise, 
To the^ost of each warrior, as pensive it flies \ 

To triumph or death, 

They strode o'er the heath, 
dtweet is the sleep that encircles theii e^%*, 
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Fare thee well, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee well, thou best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae farewell, alas ! forever ! 
Deep in heart- wrung tears I '11 pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I '11 wage thee. 



ANSWER TO MY HEART AND LUTE. 

MUSIC BY CROUCH. 

I COME, dear maid, with tuneful art, 

Thv ling'ring hours to cheer, 
And bring thee too a tender heart. 

Full fraught with love sincere. 
A heart, you say, is richer store, 

Than glittering gems from me, 
And what is then Peruvian ore, 

Compared with smiles from thee ? 
Compared with smiles, &c. 

Possessed of such unfading bliss. 

To gild our lovely way, 
With thee, my love, I ask but this, 

To life's remotest day ; 
* A heart and lute ' are slender store, 

* An oflTring poor ' they be, 
Were they a world I could no more — 

Then brin^ them love, to me. 
Then bnng them, &c. 



A LINNET SAT LONE IN A BUSH. 

SUNO BT MADAME VB8TBI8. 

A LINNET sat lone in a bush — 

An unmarried linnet was she ; 
To woo her there came a young thrush — 

A bachelor thrush too was he. 

La lira, &c. 

The bulflnches, blackbirds, and larks, 
As friends to both p%x\Aea,^«N9 x<^\m.d^ 

And eagerly chirp' d lYievi xfeioMt^a 
In wnat bUas sucb. a TD»to\v mvwJV. tfioovoA. 
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Qaoth the circle, ' you ne'er can object ; 

The thrush must be surely your choice — 
He 's the husband our wisdoms elect, 
' All your family give him their voice.* 

La lira, &c. 

The linnet replied, in sly tone, 

* Let the thrush take the voice of my friends, 
I '11 keep for another my own.' 

My song, with its moral, here ends. 

La lira, &c. 

A WEARY LOT IS THINE. 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

A WEA.RT lot is thine, fair maid, 

A weary lot is thine ; 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid, 

And press the rue for wine. 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green, 

No more of me you know, 
My love ! 

No more of me you know. 

This morning, merry June, I trow, 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter's snow, 

Ere we two meet again. 
He turned his charger, as he spake, 

Upon the river snore ; 
He gave his bridle reins a shake, 

Said, * adieu, forever more. 
My love ! 

Adieu, forever more,' 



AWAKE THE HARP'S SLUMBER. 

WAKE the harp's slumber to pleasure's soft lay, 
The taper shall dart its beams thro' the hall ; 
rom the tempest of war, and the battle's loud bray, 
We '11 dearly obey mirth's heart- thrilling call, 
h ! change the light strain, bid the sorrow arise. 
To Uie^ost of each warrior, as pensive it flies *, 

To triumph or death. 

They strode o'er the heath, 
tdBweet IB the sleep that enoiiclea iheVt e^ft*, 
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On the breast of the brave melting beauty shall cling. 

And nobly for him the goblet b« crown'd ; 
The feast shall be spread, and the harp's throbbing string 

Shall stream to his praise its magic aroond. 
Oh ! blest is the eflfort, and light is the toil, 
When we raise the bright spear for our dear native soil ; 
To triumph or death, 
We strode o*er the heath, 
To fight for our country, or di^ with a smile. 



BUT A BROOM. 

MUSIC BT BISHOP. 

But a broom ! buy a broom ! 
Buy a broom ! buy a broom ! 
Large broom ! small broom ! buy, buy a broom ! 

Buy a broom, &o. 

No lady should e'er be without one ; 

They 're the handiest things in the world, 
When insects are buzzing aTOut one, 
Or dust through the casement has curl'd. 
And what are the insects that flirt with-the flowers, 
To those that flirt daily round beauty's bow'rs ? 
Or the dust on the polish'd piano that lies. 
To that which love throws into ladies' eyes ? 

Buy a broom, &c. 

Come gentlemen too, while I 'm selling. 

Come, to purchase, in crowds you should rush. 
For in times such as these there s no telling; 
How soon 't will be prudence to brush. 
Tou '11 pardon the hint, 't was in kindness I spoke it, 
I *ve a meaning beyond such a very old joke ; 
There are few in the world, I believe you will say. 
But have something or other they 'd fain sweep away. 

JBuy a broom, &c. 



BUTTERFLY, MOTH AND BEE. 

MUSIC BT BABNBTT. 
BUTTERFLT. 

Lovely Mol\i and Wft^ Befe, 
Come away and taaXft v7\V)ei to^ 
The pleasurea of -varvaVj, 
Forever ranguig*. 
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*Tif fwect on buoyant air to moye, 
O'er garden, valley, field, and groye, 
To flirt, to trifle, and to rove, 
Forever changing. 

MOTH. 

Butterfly and busy Bee, 

By yon bright blaze go sport with me, 

Feel its warmth, its splendor see, 

Near it gently playing ; 
Mark its rays as round we go. 
We need not touch the flame, you know. 
At pleasures call our bosoms glow, 

JElaste her call obeying. 

Butterfly and Moth so fair, 

Silly, Idle, thoughtless pair, * 

Stay, and know, the deepest snare 

Assumes the form of pleasure ; 
Some daily duty seek, like me, 
For ah ! be sure that industry 
To ev'nr one alike, will be 

A sarcguard and a treasure. 

MORAL. 

See, ah, see, yon cruel boy. 
The gaudy Butterfly destroy, 
And, victim to delusive joy. 

The Moth expires in name ; 
The Bee, still cheerful, busy, gay, 
Renews its toil from day to day, 
'T is industry that points the way 

To virtue and to flune. 



BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE. 

SCOTTISH MBLODT, WRITTEN BV JAMBS BOOO. 
OOMTOSBD and ABBAHOBD fob THB riABO FOBTB BT B. OOW, JUK. 

Cam* ye by Athol, lad wi' the philabeff, 

Down hf the Tummel, or banka o{ \hft Qi«xrj^ 
Skwye my lad wi' his bonnet an' wViiVe coc^^AdA^ 
Lemring bia moimtains to follow Ptiace C\Af^\ 
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Follow thee, follow thee, wha wadna follow tfaee ? 

Lang thou hast loved and trusted us fairly, 
Charlie, Charlie, wha wadna follow thee ? 

King of the Highland hearts, bonnie Prince Charlie ! 

I ha'e but ae son, my brave young Donald ; 

But if I had ten they should fofiow Glengarry ; 
Health to M'Donald and gallant Clan-Ronald, 

For these are the men mat will die for their Charlie. 
Follow thee, follow thee, &c. 

I '11 to Lochiel and Appin, and kneel to them ; 

Down by Lord Murray and Roy of Kildarlie ; 
Brave Mackintosh he shall fly to the field wi' them ', 

They are the lads I can trust wi' my Charlie. 
Follow thee, follow thee, &c. 

Down through the Lowlands, down wi' the whigamore. 

Loyftl true Highlanders, down with rarely ; 
Ronald and Donald drive on wi' the braid claymore, 

Over the necks of the foes of Prin^ Charlie. • 
Follow thee, follow thee, &c. 



BIDE YE YET. 

MUSIC ARRANGED BT MR. DEWAR. — SUNG BT BIB*. MACKAT. 

Gin I had a wee house, an' a canty wee fire, 
An* a bonnie wee wifie to praise an' admire, 
Wi' a bonnie wee yardie aside a wee bum, 
Fareweel to the bodies that yaumer an' mourn. 
Sae bide ve yet, an' bide ye yet, 
Ye little ken what 's to betide ye yet ; 
Some bonnie wee body may fa to my lot. 
An' I '11 aye be canty we thinkin' o't. 

When I gang a-field, an' come hame at e'en, 
I '11 get my wee wifie fu' neat an' fu' clean, 
Wi' a bonnie wee bairhie upon her knee. 
That 'II ciT papa or dady to me. 
Sae bide ye yet, &c. 

An' if there should ever happen to be 
A difference atween my wee wifie an' me, 
In hearty good humour, aJUiough she be teaaedy 
J 'li kiss her an' clap Viei \m.\J!V «Vv&\^ '^^srA.. 
Sae bide ye yet, &a. 
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BONAPARTE'S FAREWELL. 

WORDS BT BTBON. 
J»r— * Captain 0'Kean.» 

ELL to the land, where the gloom of my glory 
e and o'ershadow'd the earth with her name, — 
indons me now, — ^but the page of her story, 
brightest or blackest, is fill'd with my fame, 
warr'd with a world which vanquish d me only 
n the meteor of Conquest allur'd me too far, — 
coped with the nations which dread me thus lonely, 
last single captive to millions in war ! 

11 to thee, France — when thy diadem crown'd me, 

ie thee the ffem and the wonder of earth, — 

' weakness decrees I should leave as I found thee, 

yed in thy glory, and sunk in thy worth. 

• the veteran hearts that were wasted 

rife with the storm, when their battles were won. — 

bie eagle, whose gaze in that moment was blastea, 

still soar'd with eyes fixed on Victory's sun ! 

11 to thee, France — but when liberty rallies 
more in thy regions, remember me then — 
)let grows in the depth of thy valleys, 
igh withered, thy tears will unfold it again, 
t, I may baffle tne hosts that surround us, 
yet may thy heart leap awake to my voice — 
jre links which must break in the chain that has bound m; 
. turn thee, and call on the chief of thy choice ! 



CUPID'S VISIT. 

WORDS B¥ WBIE. MUSIC BT F. W. CROUOH. 

Love wand'ring thro' the rain, 
• Came to my cottage door ; 
He ask'd but to remain 

Until the storm .was o'er. 
His bow he laid aside ; 

He said his darts were gone \ 
And ofl he deeply edghed, 
And wished to travel on 
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The moon at length grew bright ; 

The storms no longer blew ; 
He rose and bade good nisht, 

And with a smile withdrew. 
Next day my heart was sad, 

Nor could I e'er forget 
The mournful look he had 

When at the door we met. 

The smile at parting too, 

Had something sweet and kind ; 
And as the boy withdrew, 

His image stayed behind. 
And eyer since that hour, 

When loud *s the wind and rain, 
I watch my cottage door, 

In hopes he '11 come again. 



CHEROKEE INDIAN DEATH SONO. 

WORDS BT MRS. JOHN HUNTBR. 

The sun sets in night, and the stars shun the day, 
fiut glory remains when their lights fade away. 
Begin, ye tormenters ! your threats are in yain, 
For the son of Alknomo6k will never complain. 

Remember the arrows he shot from his bow; 
Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low. 
Why so slow ? Do you wait till I shrink from thQ pain ? 
No ! the son of Alknomook shall never complain. 

Remember the wood where in ambush we lay. 
And the scalps which we bore from your nation away. 
Now the flame rises fast ; ye exult in my pain : 
But the son of Alknomook can never complain. 

I go to the land where my father is gone: 
fius ffhost shall rejoice in the fame of his son. 
Death comes like a friend, to relieve me from pain ; 
And thy son, O Alknomook ! has scorned to complain t 
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COOLUN. 

O the hoars I have passed in the arms of my dear, 
Can never be thought of but with a sad tear ! 
Oh forbear ! oh forbear ! then, to mention her name, 
lIT recalls to my mem'ry the cause of my pain. 

How often to love me she fondly has sworn, 
And when parted from me would ne'er cease to mourn, 
All hardships for me she would cheerfully bear. 
And at night on my bosom forget all her care. 

To some distant climate together we '11 roam. 
And forget all the hardships we meet with at home ; 
Fate, now be propitious, and grant me thine aid. 
Give me my rastora, I 'm more than repaid. 



COME TO THY LATTICE. 

MUSIC BT S. EVANS. 

Come to thy lattice, the stars are bright. 

Fairest one, hasten and see 
Thy own true lover, and hear him plight 

His tenderest vows to thee ; 
The silver moon displays her beams. 

And Philomel warbling sweetly sings. 
Haste, lovelv maiden, the hour seems 

To pause m his flight, to rest his wings. 

Then come to thy lattice, &c. 

Oh, wake to the gaily tinkling lute, 

Or thy lover's Tight guitar. 
Wake to the strains or the dulcet flute. 

That are warbling from afar ; 
I 've cull'd for thee each sweetest flower, 

The woodbine and the rose, 
The jessamine from yonder bower. 

And each fair bud that blows. 

Then wake to the gaily, &c. 
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Now see, she answers the soft appeals 

Her lover has fondly made, 
And quickly to her casement steals^ 

To echo the vows he paid ; 
* Ah ! ah ! r ve caught you, lady gay,' 

Said Cupid from above, 
' Music and flowers they always say, 

May win fair ladv's love.' 

Now see she answers, &c. » 



CAVATINA. 

Adapted to the celebrated Italian Air, La Voce del Culo sento lo. 

Did 'st mark her eye's bright heav'nly blue. 

So lovely and so dangerous too ? 

Oh, should it fix on you a glance, 

'T would raise your soul in heav'nly trance. 

Bright beaming, 

Sweet gleaming, 

And melting in bliss ; 

Oh, if there 's a heaven, 

There 's heaven ih this. 

And then her lips 
Sweet nectar sips, . 
Her lovely smile 
All griefs beguile. 
She 's light and airy 
As any fairy. 
Her lovely form 
Might angels warm. 
And half forget their pristine glory. 

Oh ! what pleasure. 

Without measure, • 

Such a treasure 

To possess ; 
Oh ! what joy. 
Without alloy. 
The nymph so coy 

To caress. 
Bright beaming, &o. 
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DEATH OF MARY. 

WRITTEN BT WOLFE. 
Air — ^ Grammachree.' 

If I had thought thou couldst have died, 

I mi^ht not weep for thee ; 
But I forgot, when by thy side, 

That thou couldst mortal be : 
It never through my mind had passed, 

That time would e'er be o'er, — 
When I on thee should look my last, 

And thou should 'st smile no more. 

And still upon that face I look, 

And think 't will smile again ; 
And still the thought I will not brook, 

That I must look in vain ; 
But when I «peak, thou dost not say 

What thou ne'er lefl'st unsaid, 
And now I feel as well I may, 

Sweet Mary — thou art dead ! 

Could I but keep thee as thou art. 

All cold and all serene, 
I still mi^ht press thj^ silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been. 
Whilst even thy chill bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; — 
But there — I lay thee in thy grave. 

And I am now alone. 

I do not think, where'er thou art. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart. 

By thinking still on thee. 
Yet there was round thee such a dawxL 

Of light, ne'er seen before. 
As fancy never could have drawn, 

And never can restore. 
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DRAW THE SWORD, SCOTLAND ! 

POITBT BT J B. PLABCHB. ABBAKGED BT O. HBBBBBT BODWILL. 

8UHO BT MB. SINCLAIB. 

Draw the sword, Scotland, Scotland, Scotland ! 

Over mouBtain and moor hath passed the war-sign : 
The pibroch is pealing, pealing, pealing, 

Wno heeds not the summons is nae son o* thine. 
The clans they are gath'rin^j gathering, gath'ring, 

The clans toey are sath'rmff by loch and by lea ; 
The banners thev are nyin^, flying, flying, 

The banners they are flymg that lead to victory 
Draw the sword, Gotland, Scotland, Scotland ! 

Charge as ye 've charged in the days o' langsyne ; 
Sound to the onset, the onset, the onset, 

He who but falters is nae son o' thine. 

Sheathe the sword, Scotland, Scotland, Scotland ! 

Sheathe the sword, Scotland, for dimmed is its shine; 
The foemen are fleeing, fleeing, fleeing, 

And wha kens nae mercy is nae son o* thine ! 
The struggle is over, over, over. 

The struggle is over ! — the victory won ! — 
There are tears for the fallen, the fallen, the fiillen, 

And glory for all who their duty have done ! 
Sheathe the sword, Scotland, Scotland, Scotland I 

With thy loved thistle new laurels entwine ; 
Time shall ne'er part them, part them, part them, 

But hand down the garland to each son o' thine. 



EACH SEASON POSSESSES A PLEASURE. 

MUSIC BT BISHOP. 

Each season possesses a pleasure for me ; 

I mark not time's progress when gazing on thee ; 

But if I must single out one from the rest, 

I think that for lovers the Summer is best. 

Spring mornings are pretty when Zephyrs fly forth 
To scatter sweet blossoms all over the earth ; 
But Spring smiles too oilen wllK &ivow on her breagt. 
So I taink that for lovers the ^ximxn&i \a\)e!i^. 
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he Autumn is gay with the gold of her sheaTes, 
The blush of her fruits and the tint of her leayes ', 
But her sun hastens daily more soon to the west, 
So I think that for lovers the Summer is best 

The Winter is merry in festival halls, 
But false are the garlands that hang on his walls ; 
And 't is not in crowds that the heart is most blest| 
So I think that for lovers the Summer is best. 



ENSHRINED IN THE BOSOM OF LOVE. 

wbSDS BY MISS BRYANT. 
Jlir — ' The sun Its bright rajs may withhold, lore.' 

The thought that for ever thou 'rt mine, love. 

Dispels ev'ry doubt from this heart ; 
Let the wreath of affection still twine, loye. 

Too firm e'en for ages to part. 
For what is the world without thee, dear ? 

A desert wherever I rove ; • 

Then, ah ! long may our best feelings be, dear. 

Enshrined in the bosom of Love. 

Though flow'rets may bloom fresh and fiur, love. 

All nature look beauteous and gay, 
Still the world would seem clouded with care, love, 

If Heaven should take thee away. 
Then let 's seize on young Joy while we may, dear. 

Too soon his sofl visions may rove ; 
Though for ever should happiness play, dear, 

Ensnrined in the bosom of Love. 



THE EXILE. 

WORDS BY JB88R HAMMOini. 
JKr — * Ye banks and braes.* 

Mt native vale and native bowers 

Still look green in fancy's eye, 
And life's gay morning, strewed with flowers. 

Breaks again at Memory's sigh. 




For thCHich i.n e: 

Still rm tour 
And each mni friiv tidw atrikee the fouder 
Hallow'd bj a long fiirewell. 

I see the stieamlet BWeetlj flowing 

The nila-roBe on its baokB seems blowing 
Full u bright in fiincy here. 

For though an exile, Ac. 

I beard the bells their wild-notes flin^ng 

On the breeze tliat paasee by, 
Long-departed visioQB bringing 

On their tender melody. 

For though an exile, &e. 

Fond compassions, faded pleamirea, 

Seem a^ain to thrill my breast, 
As I bear in sweetest meBaurea 

Tones that long bave sunk to rest. 

For though an exile, &c. 

Lovely rale ! though I may never 

See thy bow're, or hear Ih; stream, 
Though hope has bid adieu tor ever 

To youth and lore's delightful dream. 
And Uiough far distant doom'd to wander, 

Still I 'm bound in fancy's apell, 
And each past scene now strikes the fonder 

HaUow'd by a long faiewell ! 



THE EXILE OF GRIN. 



There came to the beach a poor Eiile of T'^'tTm. .- 

The dew on his tbin robe was heavy aaddflt; 
Far his country he sigb'd, when at twilight'iBlMnfag 

To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill. 
But tbe day-star attracted his eye's sod devotion. 

For it rose on his own native isle of tbe ocean, 
Where once, in the fire of bis youlhfiil emotion, 

He sang the bold antbem of Erin go bragb. 



i. 
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I is my fate ! said the lieait4>rQken stranger, ^ 
rhe wild deer and wolf to a covert can nee, 

I I have no refuge from famine and danger, 
\. home and a country remain not for me. 
veT again, in the ffreen sunny bowers, 

Vhere my forefathers liv'd, shall I spend the sweet hours, 
cover my harp with the wild woven flowers. 
Lad strike to the numbers of Erin go bragh. 

, Erin, my country ! though sad and forsaken, 

n dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore ; 

t, alas ! in a far foreign land I awaken, 

bid sigh for the friends who can meet me no more. 

, cruel Fate ! wilt thou never replace me 

Q a mansion of peace, where no perils can chase me? 

ler again shall my brothers embrace me ; 

?hey died to defend me, or live to deplore 

lere now is my cabin-door, fast by the wild wood ? 
isters and sire ! did ye weep for its fall ; 
lere is the mother that look'd on my childhood ? 
Lnd where is my bosom friend, dearer than all ? 
my sad soul, long abandoned by pleasure, 
Vhy did it doat on a fast fading treasure ? 
irs, like the rain, may fall without measure, 
at rapture and beauty they cannot recall. 

all its fond recollections suppressing, 
►ne dyin^ wish my lone bosom can draw j 
1, an Exile bequeaths thee his blessing ! 
•and of my forefathers ! Erin go bragh. 
ied and cold, when my heart stills her moticm, 
reen be thy fields, sweetest isle in the ocean, 
i thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with devotion, 
rin mavournin, sweet Erin go bragh ! 






FORGET ME NOT. 

MUSIC BY BRAHAM. 



Go, youth beloved, to distant glades. 
New friends, new hopes, new joys to find ; 

Tet sometimes deign, 'midst fairer maids. 
To think on her thou leav'st behind. 

My love, my fate, dear youth, to share, 
Must never be my happy lot ; 

But ibou mayst grant this hum\Ae i^tOL^ex^ 
Forget me not ! forget me nol^ 




M)6 souvniiit 



Tet should the caun of ] ^ 

Too painfull to thy feelmgi be, 
Heed not the wish I now expiew, 

Or eyer dei^ to think of me : 
^ But. ah ! if gnef thy steps attend, 

If want, if sickness be thy lot, 
*> And thou reqnir'st a faithful friend, 
^•. Forget me not ! forget me not ! 



FAREWELL DEAREST. 

wIir-'Maidoflsla.' 

Farewell, dearest, I most leave thee, 

Ay, unclasp those lovely hands ; 
Let not Cupid's smiles deceive thee, 
Men oil break through Cupid's bands. 
Ah ! must I go ? 
Love whispers no ; 
But go I must, and go I shall; | 

Then fare-thee-well, 
And may no ill 
Upon thee ever sorrow call. 

Happy, love, have been the few days 

Tou and I have sported here ; 
Those soft eyes and lips like rubies. 
Fix my flutt'ring heart, my dear. 

But I must go ; — 

Ah ! say not no ; 
When fortune calls I must obey ; 

Then, oh ! farewell. 

And may love dwell. 
Still here with thee when I'm away. 

Fate decrees that we must sever, 

Fate still claims its wonted sway. 
Yet shall I forget thee never. 
Though to roreign climes I stray. 

A wandering boy, 

That ne'er Imew joy ; 
Bom to be wretched, love, was I ; 

Once more farewell, 

Where'er I dwell, 
I '11 think I see thine image nigh. 



1 

\ 






FRIENDSHIP MAY BE SWEET. 

Dtiet. — ^MUSIC DT PiJlBT. 

Friendship may be sweet, 

And who its links would sever ? 
Better ne'er to meet 

Than part in tears forever. 
Would we ne'er had met, 

Had thus kindly spoken ; 
Pleasure's star is set. 

And childhood's dream is broken. 
Friendship may, &c. 

Friendship may be sweet, 

But all its bonds must sever ; 
Better ne'er to meet 

Than part in tears forever. 
Hearts all bless'd may prove, 

To share each other's gladness ; 
Better not to love. 

Than love apart in sadness. 
Friendship may, &c. 



GLOOMY WINTER'S NOW AWA» 

WRITTSir BT TANICAHILL. 

Gloomy winter's now awa*, 
Safl the westlin breezes blaw : 
'Mang the birks o' Stanely-shaw 

The mavis sin^ fu' cheerie-o 
Sweet the craw-flowers early bell 
Decks Gleniffer's dewy dell, 
Blooming like thy bonnie sel', 

My young, my artless dearie-o. 

Come my lassie, let us stray. 
O'er Glenkilloch's sunnv brae, 
Blithely spend the gowden day 
MidatjoyB that never weime-o. 

14 
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Tow'iing o*er the Newton woods, 
Lavrocks fan the snaw- white clouds ; 
Siller sauffhs, wi' downie buds, 
Adorn we banks sae brierie-o. 

Round the sylvan fairy nooks, 
Feath'rj brekans fringe the rocks, 
*Neath the brae the bumie jouks, 

And ilka thing is cheerie-o. 
Trees may bud, and birds may sing, 
Flow'rs may bloom, and verdoie spxing, 
Jov to me tney canna brin^ , 

Unless wi' thee, my deane^. 



GOOD NIGHT, AN» JOY BE WI' YOU A'. 

WaiTTBH BT SlB A. BOflWBLL. 

Good night, and joy be wi' ye a' ; 

Your harmless mirth has cheer'd my heart : 
May life's fell blasts out o'er ye blaw; 

In sorrow may ye never part ! 
My spirit lives, but strength is gone ; 

The mountain fires now blaze in vain : 
Remember, sons, the deeds I 've done. 

And in your deeds I '11 live again ! 

When on your muir our gallant clan 

Frae boasting foes their banners tore, 
Wha show'd hunself a better man, 

Or fiercer wav'd the red claymore ? 
But when in peace — then mark me there — 

When through the ^len the wand'rer came, 
I gave him of our lordly fare, 

1 gave him here a welcome hame 

The auld will speak, the younf maun hear ; 

Be cantie, but be good and leal ; 
Your ain ills ay hae heart to bear, 

Anither's ay h^e heart to feel. 
So, ere I set, I '11 see you shine, 

I '11 seej^ou triumph ere I fa' ; 
^f^^^^^ii&f breath shall boast you mine — 

Good i^nt, and joy be wi' ye a'. 
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HARK, HARK, THE SKYLARK. 

▲DAPTSD TO THB WBL8H AIH — * THE BISINO OF THS LARK. 

Hark ! hark! the skylark singing, 
As the early clouds are bringing 

Fragrance on their wings ; 
Still, still on high he 's soaring. 
Through the liquid haze exploring — 

Fainter now he sings. 
Where the purple dawn is breaking. 

Swift approaches morning's ray, — 
From his winvs the dew he 's shaking. 

As he joyful hails the day ; 
While Echo, from his slumbers waking. 

Imitates his lay. 

See ! see ! the ruddy morning 
With his blushing looks adormng 

Mountain, wo^, and vale, 
Clear, clear the dew-drops glancing, 
As the rising sun's advancing 

O'er yon eastern hill. 
Now the distant summit's clearing. 

As the vapors steal their way ; 
And its heath-clad breast 's appearing, 

Tinged with Phcebus' golden ray ; 
Far down the elen the black-bird's cheering 

Morning wiui his lay. 

Come ! come ! let us be straying. 
Where the hazel boughs are playoff 

O'er jron sunmiit gray ; , 

Mild, mild the breeze is blowing, 
And the crystal streajnlet's flowing 

Grently on its way ; 
On its banks the wud rose springing. 

Blushing in the sunny ray, 
Wet with dew its head is hanging. 

Bending low the prickly spray ; — 
Then haste, my love, while biros are nnging 

To the new-bom day. 



14* 
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HAIL TO THE CHIEF. 

WORDS BY SIS WALTBS SCOTT. 

Hail to the chief who in triumph advances ! 

Honored and bless'd be the ever-ffreen Pine ! 
Long may the Tree in his banner mat ^lancet, 
FlouriBh the shelter and CTace of our line ! 
Heaven send it happy dew. 
Earth lend it sap anew, 
Gaily to bourgeon, and broadly to grow, 
While every Highland glen 
Sends our shout back again, 
' Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe ! 

Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by the fountain, 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whirlwind has stripp'd every leaf on the mountaii 
The more shall Clan- Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moor'd in the rifled rock. 
Proof to the tempest's shock, 
Firmer he roots him, the ruder it blow ; 

Menteith and Breadalbane, then. 
Echo his praise a^en, 
* Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, no I ieroe ! ' 

Proudly our pibroch has thrill'd in Glen Fruin, 
And Banochar's groans to our slogan replied ; 
Glen Luss and Ross-dhu, they are smoking in ruin. 
And the best of Loch Lomond lie dead on her side. 
Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid. 
Think of Clan- Alpine with fear and with wo ; 
Lennox and Leven-glen 
Shake when they hear agen, 
^ Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe ! ' 

Row, vassals, row, for the pride of the Highlands ! 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever-green Pine ! 
O ! that the rose-bud Uiat graces yon islands. 
Were wreathed in a garland around him to twine ! 
O that some seedling-gem. 
Worthy such noble stem, 
Honor'd and bless'd in their shadow might grow ! 
Loud should Clan- Alpine then 
Ring from her deeptnoal glen, 
'Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho \ '\etoe\' 
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HENRY'S COTTAGE MAID. 

Ah ! where can fly my soul's true love / 
Sad I wander this lone grove ; 
Sighs and tears for him I shed, 
HeniT is from Laura fled. 
Thy love to me thou didst impart, 
Thy love soon won my virgin heart, 
But, dearest Henry, thou 'st betray'd 
Thy love with thy poor cottage maid. 

Through the vale my ffrief appears, 
Sighing sad, with pearly tears ', 
Oft thy image is my theme. 
As I wander on the green : 
See from my cheek me color flies 
And love's sweet hope within me dies : 
For oh ! dear Henry thou 'st betray'd 
Thy love with thy dear cottage maid. 



1 AM TWirONG. 

MUSIC BT RAWLINOS. 

I AM twining, I am twining, 

The flowers of the lea ; 
They are pining they are pining 

For sweetness from thee. 
Oh ; breathe o'er them lightly, 

"T will make them more rare ; 
Oh ! gaze on them brightly, 

'T will make them more fair. 
I am twining, &c. 

They were sleeping, they were sleeping, 

With the dews on the plain ; 
They are weeping, they are weeping, 

For home, love, again. 
Then take them and cherish. 

The flow'rs of the lea: 
Thev nevef can perish. 

Whilst treasured by thee. 

Thej axe sleeping, &c. 
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HAIL TO THE CHIEF. 

WOBDS BY SIR WALTKR 8COTT. 

Hail to the chief who in triumph advances \ 

Honored and bless'd be the ever-ffreen Pine ! 
Lon^ may the Tree in his banner that glances, 
Flourish the shelter and OTace of our line ! 
Heaven send it happy dew, 
Earth lend it sap anew, 
Gaily to bourgeon, and broadly to grow, 
Whfle every Highland glen 
Sends our shout back again, 
^ Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe ! 

Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by the fountain, 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whirlwind has stripped every leaf on the mou 
The more shall Clan- Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moor'd in the rifled rock. 
Proof to the tempest's shock. 
Firmer he roots him, the ruder it blow ; 

Menteith and Breadalbane, then. 
Echo his praise a^n, 
* Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, no ! ieroe ! ' 

Proudly our pibroch has thrill'd in Glen Fruin, 
And Banochar's groans to our slogan replied ; 
Glen Luss and Ross-dhu, they are smoking in ruin. 
And the best of Loch Lomond lie dead on her side. 
Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid. 
Think of Clan- Alpine with fear and with wo ; 
Lennox and Leven-glen 
Shake when they hear agen, 
' Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe ! ' 

Row, vassals, row, for the pride of the Highlands ! 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever-green Pine ! 
O ! that the rose-bud Uiat graces yon islands, 
Were wreathed in a gar&nd around hmi to twine ! 
O that some seedling-gem. 
Worthy such noble stem, 
Honor'd and bless'd in their shadow might grow ! 
Loud should Clan- Alpine then 
Ring from her deeptao«\. gVexi, 
^Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho \ '\etoe\' 
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HENRY'S COTTAGE MAID. 

Ah ! where can fly my soul's true love ? 
Sad I wander this lone grove ; 
Sighs and tears for him I shed, 
Henrv is from Laura fled. 
Thy love to me thou didst impart, 
Thy love soon won my virgin heart, 
But, dearest Henry, thou 'st betray'd 
Thy love with thy poor cottage maid. 

Through the vale my grief appears. 
Sighing sad, with pearly tears ', 
On thy image is my theme. 
As I wander on the green : 
See from my cheek the color flies 
And love's sweet hope within me dies : 
For oh ! dear Henry thou 'st betray'd 
Thy love with thy dear cottage maid. 



1 AM TWINING. 

MUSIC BT RAWLIN08. 

I AM twining, I am twining, 

The flowers of the lea ; 
They are pining they are pining 

For sweetness from thee. 
Oh ; breathe o'er them lightly, 

"T will make them more rare ; 
Oh ! gaze on them brightly, 

'T will make them more fair. 
I am twining, &c. 

They were sleeping, they were sleeping, 

With the dews on the plain ; 
They are weeping, they are weeping, 

For home, love, again. 
Then take them ana cherish, 

The flow'rs of the lea: 
They nevef can perish. 

Whilst treasured by thee. 

They are sleeping, &c. 
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I *LL WACTH FOR THEE FROM MY LONELY BOWEB. 

MUSIC BY SIB J. STBVElrSOir. 

I 'll watch for thee firom my lonely bow*r 
Come o'er the sea at the twilight hour, 

Come when the day passes away, 
Come when the nightingale sings on the tree. 

Come and remove doubts of my love, 
Bat if thou lov'st me not come not to me. 

Why didst thou say I was brighter &t, 
Than the bright ray of the ev'ning star ? 

Why didst come seeking my home, 
'Till I believ'd that thy vows were sincere ? 

Oh ! if thy vow wearies thee now, 
Tho' I may weep for thee, never come here. 
I '11 watch for thee, &c. 



I LO'ED NE'ER A LADDIE BUT ANE. 

BVNO BT MISS STEPHENS AND BUSS PA.TON.— ^WOBDS BY MACNEIUm 

Air — *■ M.y Lodging is on the cold Ground. 

I lo'ed ne'er a laddie but ane, 

He lo'ed ne'er a lassie but me ', 
He 's willing to mak me his ain. 

And his ain I 'm willing to be : 
He has cofl me a rokelay o' blue, 

And a pair o' mittins o' green ; 
The price was a kiss o' my mou'. 

And I paid him the debt yestreen. 

Let ithers brag weel o' their gear, 

Their land and their lordlie degree j 
I carena for ought but my dear, 

For he 's ilka thing lordlie to me : 
His words are sae su^ar'd, sae sweet ! 

His sense drives ilk fear far awa ; 
I listen — poor fool ! — and I greH, 

Yet how sweet axe \h.e \e«x« «a the^ &' ! 
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IN HAPPIER HOURS. 

POBTRT BT T. H. BAYLET, ESQ.— GBRMAN AUt. 
ARRANGED BY H. R. BISHOP. 

In happier hours, my pleasure all day 

Was to rove with the thoughtless, or dance with the gay ; 

Through life as I sported, no clouds could I see, 

And the hearts that were gayest, were dearest to me. 

But now, in affliction, hoy changed is the view, 

The gay hearts are many-f-sincere ones are few. * 

Though some come around us to laugh and to jest, 
In sicKuess or sorrow they shrink from the test ; 
Their love and their friendship endure for awhile, 
When fortune is smiling, they also can smile ; 
Like blossoms that witlier when day-light is gone, 
And lose all their sweetness when out of the sun. 

But thou, in my sorrow, still faithfully came, 
And though I am altered, I find ypu the same ; 
Whene'er you come near me no pleasure you find, 
Bat always leave something like pleasure behind. 
Like the ni^ht-blowing sens, which sheds its perfume, 
Ajid opens its blossoms midst darkness and gloom. 



ISLE OF BEAUTY, FARE-THEE-WELL ! 

BT THOMAS H. BATLT, ESQ 

The Melody composed by Charles S. Whitmore, Esq. The Symphonies 
and Accompaniments by J. A. Rawlings. 

Shades of evening ! close not o'er vb ! 

Leave our lonely bark awhile ! 
Mom, alas ! will not restore us 

Tonder dim and distant isle. 
Still my fancy can discover 

Sunny spots where friend may dwell ;— 
Darker shadows round us hover — 

Jsieof beauty ! faie-thee-Y7e\IL\ 
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'T is the hour when happy faces 

Smile around the taper's light ; — 
Who will fill our vacant places ? 

Who will sing our songs to-night ? 
Through the mist that floats above us, 

Faintly sounds the vesper bell, 
Like a voice from those who love us, 

Breathing fondly, * Fare-thee-well !' 

When the waves are round me breaking, 

As I pace the deck alone, 
And my eye in vain is seelung 

Some green leaf to rest upon, — 
What would I not give to wanaer 

Where my old companions dwell; 
Absence makes the heart grow fonder ; — 

Isle of beauty ! fare-thee-well I 



I GAED A WAEFU' GATE YESTREEN. 

WOHDS BY BURNS. — ^MUSIC BY DB. JOHK CLA.BBX. 

I GAED a waefu' sate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I '11 dearly rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
'T was not her golden ringlets bright, 

Her lips like roses, wat wi, dew, 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white. 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

She talked, she smiled, my heart she wiled, 

She charmed my soul, 1 wistna how ; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound, 

•Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed, 

She 'U aiblins listen to my vow ; 
Should she refuse, I '11 lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 



I 
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I 'LL BE A BACHELORr-NEVEB. 

WBITTKN BY D. WKIB. 

Jit — * A Highland laddie heard of wax.' 

The night was dark, the winds blew loud, 

My me by fits was blinking ) 
Says 1 1 'm almost forty-five, 

And what have 1 been thinking. 
Then shall I wed, or shall I not, 

Shall I be lonely ever ; 
And spurn great nature's noblest law i 

I '11 be a bachelor — never. 

A bachelor ! such a useless thing, 

The world is not possessing ; 
None shares the blank within his heart, 

To none he is a blessing. 
If he has wealth some wish him dead, 

If poor he 's shun'd forever ; 
Ev'n riches cannot purchase bliss, 

I '11 be a bachelor — never. 

Was lovely woman not design'd, 

To share our joy or sorrow ; 
To bathe the burning brow of care, 

To cheer the light of morrow ? 
But bachelors alter nature's laws, 

Her dearest ties they sever ; 
No children lisp around his knee, 

I '11 be a bachelor— never. 

Thev speak of joys the bachelor knows, 

When wine is flowing round them ; 
But mark him when the morning dawns. 

What dismal thoughts confound him. 
A pair of tongs without a leg. 

The snuffers without either ! 
Are not more useless in their way, 

I '11 be a bachelor — never. 



BOUTUnK HtNSTBEL. 



I'VE BEEN WITHIN THIH WARL O' CABE. 



I 'ti been within Uiis w«rl o' cue, 

Some foilv iuirtifleM now m' nuir, 

An" I a gri.-f Lup Jiaci my tbate ; 

BW wEi»llc "'et tilt- bvH ot. 

The heart wad tyne if hope g«ed bye, 
Nor nit'd her brighl bow in the sky, 
To cheer a bodii-e weeping eve : 
But whiitle o'er the laia o t. 

But O ! it 'b unco uir to bear, 
When dark inijforliine 3 hoveibg neai 
ThP purse proud lonk, tbt haughty moo 
Jlut whistle o'er tlie lire o't. 



englh you were a fool, 

iiit what o' iliBt ye just maun Bnool ; 
But whiBlle o er the lave o't. 

Then brithere tiy the vDlain's part, 
An tear the Weeding broken heart, 
Nor grieve to see the tear-drop ttart : 
But whistle o'er lie lave o't. 

The man o' wealth iii- 've seen to d«y, 
In a' hja glory proudly gay, 
The morn has »een him pass away i 
Jjul whiBtle o'er the lave o't. 



Bal I lise harnieB thwe an' tw«, 

WhiL nyi" Wf re unco snood an' bn 

Jtut whistle o'er the lave o't 



They hae a mother ui 
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LOGAN WATER. 

WRITTEN BT BURNS. 

O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride; 
And years siasyne hae o'er us run, 
Like Logan to the sioimer sun. 
But now thy flow'ry banks appear 
Like drumlie winter, dark and drear, 
While my dear lad maun face his faes. 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month 6' May 

Has made our hills and valleys gay ', 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 

The bees hum' round the breathing flowers ; 

Blithe morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And evening's tears are tears of joy : 

My soul delightless a' surveys, 

While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within von milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Amang her nestlings, sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfa' mate will share her toil, 
Or wi' his song her cares beguile : 
But I wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer. 
Pass widow'd nights and joyless days, 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

O wae upon you men o* state, 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make mony a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 
How pan your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tears,. the orphan's cry.' 
But soon may peace bring happy days^ 
And Willie, name to Logan braes ! 
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LAND OF MY SIRE. 

MUSIC BT LIITLBT. 
BBCITATITB. 



Laitd of my nres ! torn from home and thee, 
When now the torch of freedom gleams along thy wave, 
Hear a captive's prayer, shades of the fallen hraye ! 

Give me a glorious death, but set my country fiiee ! 



k 



AIR. 



These chains shall soon be broken. 

At the trumpet's iovful note, 
And the standard of the cross above 

The Turkish banner float 
From hill to valley rushing. 

Dark seas of blood shall flow, 
Ere our blades be tamely sheath'd against 

The infidel and foe ! 

With the cry of freedom sounding. 

Far across th' iEgean wave, 
And the glory of ThermopylsB 

Fresh rialne from the grave. 
Shall we baselv die in chains, 

Who wear the Harmodius' sword? 
And tho' fettered, yet uncoaquer'd, 

Own the Ottoman our lord ? 

No ! our sons are brave and valiant. 

As their sires were of yore; 
And the beacon of Leonidas 

Shines brightly as before ! 
We maj perish in the strife. 

But m our struggle to be free, 
Shall be^aven on our swords, and heaitf, 

* For Greece and liberty ! ' 
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LOVE FROM THE HEART. 

■UNO BT MISS LOVE IN * OIOVANNI IN LONOOIT.' 

Yes, I will leave my father's halls, 

To roam along with thee ; 
Adieu, adieu, mj native wails, 

To other scenes I flee. 
Yes, we will seek the silent glade, 

When we have strayed afar. 
And you shall play, my dearest maid, 

Songs on your light guitar. 

Love, gentle love, shall be our guide 

To a far distant land. 
And whether bliss or wo betide, 

This heart you shall command. 
I '11 tell you tales of olden years — 

Of hapless love or war; 
But should tlicy cause you pearly tears, 

Then sound the gay guitiur. 



LOCH-NA-GARR. 

WOBDS BV BTBON.— MUSIC BT MBS. GIBSON. 

Aw AT, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses. 

In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 
Restore me the rocks where the snow fLake reposes, 

For still they are sacred to freedom and love. 
Yet, Caledonia, dear are thy mountains. 

Round their white summits (ho* elements war, 
Tho' cataracts foam, 'stead of smooth flowing fountains, 

1 sigh for the valley of dark Loch-na-garr. 

Ah ! there my young footings in infancy wander'd ; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid ; 
On chieftains Ion? perish'd my memory ponder'd. 

As daily I stray d through the pine-cover'd glade. 
I sought not my home till the day's dyinff glory 

Gave place to the rays of the bright pouur star, 
For fancy was cheer'd by traditional story, 

DiBcIog'd by the natives of dttk liOcVi-T\&.-^gQSt. 
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Shades of the dead ! have I not heard your voices 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ? 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 

And rides on the wind, o'er his own Highland dale. 
Round Loch-na-garr, while the stormy mist gathers, 

Winter presides in his cold icy car : 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers, 

They dwell 'mid the tempests of dark Loch-na-garr. 

Ul-starr'd, though brave, did no vision foreboding. 

Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause ? 
Ah ! were you designed to die at UuUoden, 

Victory crown'd not your fall with applause. 
Still were you happy in death's early slumber, 

You rest with your clan in the caves of Braemar, 
The pibroch resounds to the piper's bold number, 

Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch-na-gar. 

Years have roU'd dta, Loch-na-garr, since I left you. 

Years must elapse ere I tread you again. 
Nature of verdure and flow'rs has bereft you ; 

Yet still you are dearer than Albion's plain. 
England, thy beauties are tame and domestic. 

To one who has roam'd on the mountains afar, 
O, for the cra^s that are wild and majestic. 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch-na-garr. 



LOVE CUTS ME UP. 

WBlTTBir BT W. H. FRBBMAIT. 
Air — * Love was once a little Boy.* 

What a luckless wight am I — 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
All day long I pine and cnr — 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
Once I plump and fat was grown. 
Now I 'm nought but skin and bone- 
Love cuts me up and cuts me down — 

Heigho ! heigho * 

My inward man is sore decay'd — 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
The spirit' s by the flesh betray'd— 
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I conceive — ah, verily, 
That I *m assailed most grievously ; 
And used by Ruth most ruthlessly — 

Heigho ! heigho ! 

My heart by Cupid 's fiercely smote — 

Heigho ! Heigho ! 
And rent in twain like Jo^ph's coat — 

Heigho ! heigho \ 
Love has caught me in a snare, 
Wicked Ruth scorns my despair ; 
Though fair herself, don't. use me fair— 

Heigho ! heigho ! 

As young lambkins frisk and play — ' 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
Ruth and 1 have toy'd all day— 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
She now disdains to cast one look 
On me — alas ! it is no joke. 
My peace should be to pieces broke — 

Heigho I heigho ! 

The joys of earth I '11 bid adieu — 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
Leave Ruth to find a swain more true ; 

Heigho ! heigho ! 
1 '11 seek some shady grove straightway, 
And there, alas ! and lack-a-day ! 
Beneath some pine 1 '11 pine away — 

Heigho ! heigho ! 



MEDORA'S SONG. 

FBOM LORD BTB0N*S POEM OF * THE CORSAIR. ' — ^MITSIO BTB. A. SMITH 

Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 
Lonely and lost to light for evermore. 

Save when to thine my heart responsive swells. 
Then trembles into silence as before. 

There in its centre — a sepulchral lamp- 
Bums the slow flame eternal — ^but unseen ; 

Which not the darkness of despair can damp. 
Though vain its ray as it had never been. 

Remember me — oh ! pass not thou my grave 

Without one thought whose relics mere recline : 
The only pang my tK>som dar^aotbTa.ve, 
Must he to Bad forgetfulnew m thine. 
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My fondest — ^faintest — ^latest — accents hear : 
Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprove ; 

Then give me all I ever asked — a tear, 
The first — ^last — sole reward of so much love ! 



AfARY'S DREAM. 

WBITTEN BT LOWS. 

The lovely moon had climhed the hill 
Where eagles big aboon the Dee, 

And like the looks of a lovely dame. 
Brought joy to every body's ee ; 

A* but sweet Mary, deep in sleep. 
Her thoughts on Sandie far at sea ; 

A voice drapt saflly on her ear, 

* Sweet Mary, weep nae mair for me ! * 

She lifted up her waukening een, 

To see from whence the voice miffht be, 
And there she saw her Sancfie stand. 

Pale, bending on her hallow ee ! 
' O Mary, dear, lament nae mair, 

1 'm in death's thraws below the sea ; 
Thy weeping makes me sad in bliss 

Sae, Mary, weep nae mair for me ! 

* The wind slept when we left the bay, 

But soon it waked and raised the main, 
And God he bore us down the deep. 

Who strave wi' him but strave in vain ! 
He stretch 'd his arm, and took me up, 

Tho' laith I was to gan^ but thee : 
1 look frae heaven aboon the storm, 

Sae, Mary, weep nae mair for me ! 

* Take aJBT thae bride sheets frae thy bed 

Which thou hast faulded down for me ; 
Unrobe thee of thy earthly stole — 

I '11 meet wi' thee in heaven hie.' 
Three times the gray cock flapt his wing. 

To mark the morning lift her ee. 
And thrice the passing spirit said, 

* Sweet Mary, weep nae nuiir for me !' 
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MY ONLY JO AND DEARIE, O. 

\V0RD8 BT GALL. 

Tht cheek is o' the rose's hue, 

My only jo and deaxie, O, 
Thy neck is like the siller dew, 

Ijpon the banks sae brierie, O; 
Thy teeth are o' the ivory, 

sweet 's the twinkle o thine e'e ! 
Nae joy, nae pleasure, blinks on me 

My only jo and dearie, O. 

The birdie sin^ upon the thorn 

It's san^ o' loy, fu' cheerie, O, 
Rejoicing m the simmer mom, 
Nae care to make it eerie, O ; 
But litle kens the sangster sweet, 
Aught o' the cares I ha'e to meet. 
That gar my restless bosom beat, 
My only jo and dearie, O. 

When we were bairnies on yon brae, 
And youth was blinkin' bonnie, O, 
Ail we wad daff the lee-lang day, 

Our joys fu' sweet and monie, O : 
Ail I would chase thee o'er the lea, 
And round about the thonw tree, 
Or pu' the wild flowers a' for thee. 
My only jo and dearie, O. 

1 ha'e a wish I canna tine, 

'Manv a' the cares that grieve me, O ; 
I wish mou wert forever mine. 

And never mair to leave me, O : 
Then I wad daut thee night and day, 
Nor ither warldly care wad ha'e. 
Till life's warm stream forgot to play. 

My only jo and dearie, O. 
15 
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MY NATIVE STREAM. 

WOBD8 BY D. WBIS. 

Flow on, flow on, my native stream, 

As once in childhood's day, 
For thy sofl murmuring wakes the dream 

Which long in silence lay. 
I think on days that once were mine 

When wandering free from care; 
And while their hours in brightness shine, 

All, all but youth is there ! 

Flow on, flow on, thy gentle tide. 

As peacefril moves along. 
As when the blackbird by thy side, 

First pour'd for me his song. 
The daisy and the primrose too, 

Are budding yet as fair; 
I see each scene which childhood knew, 

And all but youth is there. 

Flow on, flow on, thy murmuring stream 

First heard mv tale of love, 
When o'er thy lace the moon's pale beam 

Was trembling from above : 
Those hours are gone — yet, still the same 

Thy sunny banks appear ; 
And 'midst remembrance of her name. 

All, all but youth is there. 

Flow on, flow on, my native stream, 

For many a heart is still, 
That sported with me, when the beam 

Of summer deck'd the hill. 
For them in vain the sweet birds sing, 

And flowers perfume the air, 
And memory droops her airy wing, 

For all but youth is there. 
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MY BONNY BLUE-EYED MAID. 

WORDS BT JESSE HAMMOND. 



-'Bonnj Bet, sweet blossom. 

Let others brave the battle field, 

In hopes to shine in martial story ; 
To fond affection I would yield 

The hero's palm of fame and glory. 
Give me the vale where peace invites me, 
Give me the scene where love delights me ; 
Give me the bow'r where birds sing o'er me, 
And sweetest flow 'rets bloom before me, 
Give me my girl, — O, Fate ! restore me, — 
My bonny blue-eyed maid. 

Let others trace the trackless main 

For vain ambition, or for treasure ; 
But wealth and honor I disdain 

When love allures to softer pleasure. 
Give me the streamlet, sweetly playing 
Around the path where she is straying ; 
Give the bow'r where first I found her. 
And the wreath with which I crown'd her, 
Brighter than roses blushing round her. 
My bonny blue-eyed maid. 

Let others join the giddy train, 

And smile 'mid gaudy pomp and splendor. 
Their tinsel joys would tempt in vain, 

While I have joys more true and tender. 
Give me the breeze that whispers nigh her. 
Give me the brook that murmurs by her ; 
Give me her smile, and I will never 
From birds, or brook, or bosom sever, 
But on her bosom sigh forever, 
My bonny blue-eyed maid. 



THE MARINER'S GRAVE. 

SECITATION. — BT JESSE HAMMOND. 

I REMEMBER the uiffht was stormy and wet, 
And dismally dash'd the dark wave, 
While the rain and the sleet 
Cold and heavily beat 
On the Marine fa new-dug gm^e^ 

15* 
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I remember 't was down in a darksome dale, 

And near to a dreary cave, 

Where the wild winds wail 
Round the wanderer pale, 

That I saw the Haziner's grave. 

I remember how slowlj the beaiers trod, 
And how sad was tHe look they gave, 
As they rested their load 
Near its last abode, 
And gazed on the Mariner's grave. 

I remember no sound did the silence break, 
As the corpse to the earth they gave, 

Save the niffht-bird's shriek. 

And the comn's creak 
As it sunk in the Mariner's grave. 

I remember a tear that slowly slid 
Down the cheek of a messmate brave. 
It fell on the lid, 
And soon was hid, 
For closM was the Mariner's grave. 

Now o'er his lone bed the brier creeps. 
And the wild flow'rs mournfully wave. 
And the willow weeps, 
And the moon-beam sleeps, 
On the Mariner's silent grave 



NATIVE LAND. 

WORDS BT MiLST ANN BROWKB. 
^Jlir — Oh! no, we nerer mention her.' 

The 7 bore him from his barren shore. 

The country of his birth ; 
From leafless wastes and icefields hoar. 

And all most loved on earth. 
They asked him but to leave his tribe. 

And then he should command 
Riches and wealth — and for that bribe 

He left his native land. 

Thev showed him sunny islands spread 

deneath unclouded skies, 
Where orange etovea V«jltv^ ovetkead.^ 
And glance fne \>nf|^\. Cxe-^ci^ •. 
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They carried him to beauteous bowen, 

By fragrant breezes fiuin'd : 
What car'd he for their trees and flowers ? 

'T was not his native land ! 

On throuffh the waters flew the bark, 

And An>ion'8 white clifis rose ; 
He would have been more glad to mark 

The glare of his own snows. 
And many a blithe and joyous sound 

Came from the crowded strand ; 
But coldly glanced his eye around, — 

'T was not his natiye land ! 

Strangers were kind to him, and tried, 
. Vainly, to make him blest ; 
But all their efforts he defied — 

His bosom knew no rest. 
He saw a mother fondly kiss 

The infant in her hand, 
And anguish wrung his heart, for his 

Was in his natiye land. 

There is an innate feeling clings, 

Around our human clay j 
A fondness for familiar things. 

That will not wear away : 
But oft consumes the heart it keeps 

Turned in its deathless band , 
£yen so was his, and now he sleeps 

Far from his natiye land. 



ONCE MORE MY BARK. 

WORDS BT JAMX8 SMITH. — ^MUSIC BT DB. ITSTDAB. 

Once more my bark will cross the seas, 
And o'er the ocean wander ; 

Her sails shall be spread to the sweeping breeze- 
On my natiye shore I '11 land her. 

I shall leaye these climes where is no rest, 
My natiye land once more to see ; — 

J come o'er the ocean's watery bieas^., 
Land of ^edom ! to dweU m ^ee. 
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I live in an unlifirhtened Boilr— 

A kingdom otdatk slaveiy*-^ 
Through snares and dangeit I abidl toil, 

Land of freedom ! to dvn^ in lliee. 

1 'II hurry away o'er the ilpniy main — 
Through the billows of & tii]iiiiknt.8ea; 

I ha^e burst my fetters and heainr chain, 
Land of freedom ! to dwell in tiiee. 

So my bark once mom wiH cross the seas, 

And o'er the ocean wander ; — 
Her sails shall be spread to tEe sweeping br^eze,- 

On my native shore I *11 land her. 



OF A» THE AIRTS THE WIND CAN BLAW. 

WRITTEN BT BURNS. 

Of a* the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly lo'e the west, 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 

The lassie I lo'e best. 
Though wild- woods grow, and rivers row, 

Wi mony a hill between, 
Baith day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flower, 

Sae lovely, sweet, and fair; 
I hear her voice in ilka bird, 

Wi' music charm the air : 
There 's no a bonnie flower that springs. 

By fountain, shaw, or green, 
Nor yet a bonnie bird that sings, 

But minds me o' my Jean. 



O! 'T IS SWEET WHEN THE MOON. 

WOBDS BT D. WEIR. 
Air — * My lodging is on the cold ground.' 

O ! *T IS sweet when the moon with its silvery light 

In its azure path shines through the sky ; 
And sheds all its glory afat, wYieii \.V\e m^)iQX 
Haa spread its aark mantle oii\i\gyi\ 
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en when the breezes blow soft on the stream, 

the murmurs of night meet the ear, 
light on the days of our childhood to dream, 

to think of the maid that is dear. 

8 sweet ! and wfio t^t has. known can forget 
Lhe charms of the ni^t's lovely hour, 
wandering that moment — perchance may have met 
he loved, m the moon-lighted bower? 
Jiat bower is remember'a wherever he goes, 
its moonlight can nQ,*er fade away ; 
-m and in sunshine forever it glows, 
[ breaks through the brightness of day. 



! SAY NOT PLEASURE WAITS ON LOVE. 

Air — ' Banks and braes o* bonnj Doon.' 

Oh ! say not pleasure waits on love, 

The foremost of her varied train ; 
Oh ! say not that 't is sweet to love — 

I love, and yet feel nought but pain. 
Yet still I '11 love, whate'er betide. 

And if a single joy there be, 
'T is fondly cherished in the pride. 

The grateful pride of loving thee. 



O! SOFTLY SLEEP, MY BABY BOY. 

MUSIC BV B. ▲. SMITH. 

O ! SOFTLY sleep, my baby boy, 
Rock'd by the mountain wind ; 

Thou dream 'st not of a lover false. 
Nor of a world unkind. 

O ! sweetly sleep, my baby boy. 
Thy mother guards thy rest j 

Thy lairy clasp, my little joy. 
Shall soothe her aching breast. 

.Wake, wake, and smile, my baby boy, 

My heavy heart to cheer : 
The wint'ry blast howls on ^tft YiS^^ 

The leaf grows red and sesx. 
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Oh ! tell me, tell me. baby boy, 

How tshall I bear thy cry, . 
When hunger gnaws thy little heart, 

And dem lights on toine eye ? 

Oh! wuM nieet, my^fciby boy. 
That thoa such iiiiWijiiimM dree ? 

Sweet Heaven forgiye thyftthev fidae, 
His WTOoga to thiee mn4 me. 

:■ • > - 

ON THIS tX>LD FUNTrSOCK. 
MOflio ay MuHJUi^. * 

On this cold flinty rock I will lay down my head, 

And cheerfully sing thro' the night ; 
The moon shall smile sweetly upon my cold bed. 

And the stars shall shine K>rth to give light. 

Then come to me, come to me ; wail not nor weep ; 

O turn thy sweet eyes unto me ; 
To my bosom now creep, I will sing thee to sleep, 

Ana kiss from thy lids the salt tear. 

This innocent flower which these rude clifs unfold, 

Is thou, love, the joy of this earth : 
But the rock that it springs from, so flinty and cold. 

Is thy father that gaye thee thy birth. 
Then come to me, &c. 

The dews that now hang on the cheek of the eye. 

And the winds that so mournfully cry. 
Are the sighs and the tears of the youth thou must leaye, 

To lie down in those deserts to die. 
Then come to me, &c. 



O JEANIE THERE »S NAETHING TO FEAR YE. 

O ! MY lassie our joy to complete again. 

Meet me again in the gloamin' my dearie : 
Low down i' the dell let us meet again, 

O ! Jeanie there 's naething to fear ye : 
Come when the wee bat flits silent an eerie : 
Come when the pale face o' nature looks weazyj 
Loye be thy sure defence. 
Beauty and. iimoceiiGe — 
O I Jeanie, theie '» naexllD^iXi^ \» few -^^^ 
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Sweetly blows the haw an' the rowan tree, 

Wild roses speck our thicket so brierie ; 
Still; still will our bed in the greenwood be — 

O ! Jeanle there 's naething to ftar ye : 
Note from the blackbird o' sinking grows weary. 
List when the beeUjLbee's bagk' eomes near ye : 
Then conn^ wiS fiury hute, 
Light foot iin' beating breast — ' 
O ! Jeanle there 's -naething to ft^ar ye. 

Far, far will the boglp uid brownie be ; 

Beauty an' truth^ey !darena come near it, 
Kind loye ki the tie^of our unity; 

A' maun lore it an' a' maun revere it. 
Love maks the song o' the woodland sae cheerie, 
Love gars a' Nature look bonnie that 's near ye ; 
Love maks the rose sae sweet, 
Cowslip and violet — 
O ! Jeanle, there 's naething to fear ye. 



O LET ME LOOK AROUND. 

WOBDS BT D. WEIS. 

LET me look around e're old age grows apace. 

An' the world begins to look dreary O, 
For some bonny lass I could tak in my arms. 
An' mak the fireside look cheery O. 
For this is the time, for this is the time. 

For this is the time to marry O ; 
While the beat of young love can soflen the heart 
O this is the time to marry O. 

In the heyday of youth when sorrow 's unknown. 

An* little has come to wound ye O. 
While the jfreshness of summer sits calm on the brow, 
Ah. then is the time to look round ye O. 
Ah this is the time, ah this is the time. 

Ah this is the time to look round ye O, 
When the fireshness of summer sits calm on the brow, 
Ah this is the time to look round ye O. 

Oh 18 it a time when our feelings orow cold, 

An* age our gray locks are unfolding O, 
Then tiie cradle we rock with one fool in. \he ^cw^i 

Ab' the language of love is scolding O. 
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is it a time, O hi it a tiine, 
O is it a time totnai^ O ? 

When the cradle we rock wi* one foot in the 
O is it a time to marry O ? 

Give me my ain laeeie in sosM^ihady bower. 

When in heay'n the moon » ^nmg O, 
I '11 breathe out my vows and I '11 make her my ain. 
Though the world should go a' repining O. 
For youth is the time, for youth is the time. 
For youth is the time to marry O; 

1 *11 breathe out my vows an' I 'U make her my 

For youth is the time to marry O. 



OF A» THE QUARTERS 0» THE WARL*. 

WRITTEN BT J. J. WILSON. 

Jiir—^ Of a' the airti.' 

Of a' the quarters o' the warl', 

I dearly lo'e the North, 
For there the bonnie lassie liyeS| 

The lass o' modest worth. 

In bonnet straw she leuks sae braw, 

I ween there is na better, 
An' gin awhile ye catch her smile, 

Your hearts she '11 fairly fetter. 

On flowery braes, in russet claes, 
Wi' winsome grace she plays her. 

There's na' a tongue frae aula to young, 
That wad na deign to praise her. 

The glittering lace an' painted face, 

May hide a ranc'rous feature, 
An' tho' ador'd will ill accord, 

Wi' ony charms o' nature. 

When simmer sun his course has nm, 

An' sunk upo' the billow. 
Her shining e'e is lighting me, 

To yonder drooping wiflow. 

Whar bumie rins deep owre the limi, 

Wi' mony an angry su^h. 
An' fairies pVay \jli^' Vliaew^^ 

Bedeck' dwV "v\o\fc\a>a\\». 
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There happy rove in pe<M»«n' love. 

While nature nods a«ent, 
An' homeward stray at break o' day, 

Wi' naething to repent. 



«! WHEN I BREATH'D A LAST ADIEU. 

T%ne~^* Within this Tiilage dwells a maid.' 

Oh ! when I breath'd a last adieu 

To Erin's vales and mountains blue, * 
Where nurs'd by hope my moments flew 

In life's uncloudea spring ; 
Tho' on the breezy deck recUn'd, 

I listen'd to the rising wind, 
What fetters could restrain the mind 

That rov'd on Fancy's wing ? 

She bore me to the woodbine bow'r, 

Where oft I pass'd the twilight hour, 
Where first I felt love's thrilling pow'r, 

From Kathleen's beaming eve : 
Affain I watch'd her flushing breast; 

Her honey'd lip again was press'd; 
Again, by sweet confession blest, 

I drank each melting sigh. 

Dost thou, Kathleen, my l6ss deplore. 

And lone on Erin's emerald shore. 
In memory trace the love I bore ; 

On all our transports dwell ? 
Can I forffet the fatal day 

That cdl'd me from thy arms away, 
When nought was left me but to say 

* Farewell, my love — farewell ! ' 



iUIT NOT YET THE SHADY BOWER. 

t Voice. — Quit not yet the shady bow'r, 
Life is chill and dreary, 
'T will be long ere dawning hour, 
And I, alas ! am weary. 
I Voice. — Lady, tho' the night be chill. 

And weeping skies bedew thee, 
Climb, oh ! climb this lock^ hVii^ 
Lest thy foes pursue^tiiee. 
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Ist Voice. — Cease, oh ! ceaae, thou gentie you 
Can mj spirits fail me ? 
Shielded thus by love and truth, 
How should fears assail me. 
2d Voice. — ^Lady, since the fall of night, 
Far have we been roaming ; 
Lady, e'er the morning beam, 
Many a mile is conung. 

Ist Voice. — ^Then the shady bow'r farewell. 
Now the hill we 're chmbing ; 
May we reach the friar's cell, 
£re the matins chiming. 
2d Voice. — ^Then the shady bow'r farewell ; 
Angels hover o'er us ! 
Soon we 'II hear the convent's beU ; 
' Here the path before us. 



ROUND MY OWN PRETTY ROSE. 

SUMO BT MMB. WATLETT. — COMPOSED DT A. LSK. 

K 

Bovirb my own pretty rose I have hovered all day, 
I hare seen its sweet leaves one by one fall away ; 
Tliey are gone, they are gone, but I go not with them. 
No, 1 linger to weep o'er the desolate stem. 
They say, if I rove to the south, I shall meet 
With hundreds of roses more fair and jnore sweet ; 
But my heart, when I 'm tempted to wander, replies — 
Here my first love — ^my last love — my only love lies. 

When I sprang from the home where my plumage was iiuiw< 
'T was my own pretty rose that attracted me first ; 
We have loved adl the summer, and now that the chill 
Of the winter comes o'er us, I 'm true to thee still ; 
When the last leaf is withered, and falls to the earth 
The false one to southerly climes may fly forth ; 
But truth cannot fly from his sorrow, he dies 
Where his first love — ^his last love — ^his only love lies. 



k. 
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RETURN, O MY LOVE. 

kuSIC BT BODWELL. 

BTURN, O my love, and we'll never, never part, 
While the moon her soft li^ht shall shed ', 
I '11 hold thee fast to my virgm heart, 

And my bosom shall pillow thy head. 
*I*he breath of the woodbine is on my lip, 

Empearl'd in the dews of May, 
-And none but thee of its sweetness shall ripi 
Or steal its honey away. 
No, no, no, never no. 
Or steal its honev away. 
Heturn, O my love, ana we'll never, never part, 

While the moon her soft li^ht shall shed, 
I '11 hold thee fast to my virgin heart. 
And my bosom shall pillow thy head. 
Yes, yes. 
And my bosom shall pillow thy head. 



ROSUN CASTLE. 

*T WAS in that season of the year. 
When all thin^ gay and sweet appear, 
That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Arose and sung his rural lay. 
Of Nannie's charms the shepherd sung, 
The hills and dales with Nannie rung ; 
While Roslin castle heard the swain, 
And echo'd back the cheerful strain. 

Awake, sweet Muse ! the breathing spring 
With rapture warms, awake and sing ! 
Awake and join the vocal throng. 
Who hail the morning with a song; 
To Nannie raise the dieerful lay ; 
O ! bid her haste and come away ; 
In sweetest smiles herself adorn, 
And add new graces to the mom ! 

O, hark, my love ! on ev'ry spray. 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay ; 
'T is beauty fires the ravish'd thxong, 
And love inapirea the melting aong. 
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Then let my raptured notes arise, 
For beauty darts from Nannie's eyes, 
And love my rising bosom warms, 
And fills my soul with sweet alarms. 

O come, my lore ! thy Colin's lay 

With rapture calls, O come away \ 

Come, while the Muse this wreath shall twine 

Around that modest brow of thine. 

O ! hither haste, and with thee bring 

Tbct beauty blooming like the spring, 

Those graces that divinely shine. 

And ci»nii this ravish'd breast of mine ! 



.BOQiE, ROUSE, YE SWAINS. 

Rouss, fonae. J0 swains — the sun is up ! 

The larkj the harbinger of day ; 
On dewy pinions cleaves the sky. 

Shrilly thrilling all the way. 
" Then up, salute the morn, behold 

What opening glories gild the view j 
The forest vast, the verdant lawn, 

Glittering and bright with early dew ! 

' The hunter's bugle note is heard. 

Whose echo ringa o'er earth, hill, and plain ; 
The tenants of the wood rejoice 

In nature's simplest, sweetest strain. 
Shake off dull sleep and banish sloth, 

Your orisons to nature pay. 
And join, with heart and voice, to sing 

The glories of the rising day. 



SOUND, PIBROCH, SOUND. 

MUSIC BT TUBNBULL. 

Air — ' Eiridh na Finnacha Gaelach.^ 

Sound, Pibroch, sound ! on each flame lighted scaur, 
The red beacon waves its glad summons to war ; 
Too long has old Albin been bow'd to the yoke, 
Too long ere the pnde oi! Vke \Ax\a3x ^^Oi* 



SOUVENIR MINSTREL. 289 

I Edin shall welcome her monarch again, 
have spurn 'd at the Saxon and trampled the chain : 
it forth in your wrath, and the fight shall be won, 
the echoes return to the roar of the gun. 

nd, pibroch, sound ! with thy soul-stirring peal, 
the men of Glenullin the sons of Lochiel ; 
prince is among us, with claymore and plaid, 
plaid and claymore shall stand forth to Lis aid. 
le down like your torrents full flush'd with the rain, 
your war cry like eagles that scream o*er tlie slain, 
wild day of battle, one rush on the foe, 
the traitors shall quail, the usurper lie low. 



EETLY ON THE WINGS OF THE MORNING. 

WORDS BT I. R. PLANCHE.^MUSIO BT H. R. BISHOP. 

Sweetly on the wings of morning, 

Floating down the valley ! 
Comes tUe kine's melodious warning. 

On tlie hills to rally I ^ 

Peace in every note is breathing 

On them echo, echo loves to dwell ; 
Silvery mists tlie lake enwreathing. 

Rise like spirits at the spell ! 

RECITATIVE. 

But ere long the Peasant's song 

To sterner music chan^n^, 
Banner'd ranks the Tile snail throng. 

Revenge the rocks be ranging ! 
Squadrons galloping ! flames enveloping ! 

Crags with carnage reeking ! 
Trumpets sounding ! shots reoounding ! 

Deatli for victims shrieking ! 

'Till the shout of victory clearing 

Battle's crimson clouds awa^ J 
Peace with Freedom reappearing 

Here resume their ancient sway ; 
Then again the breeze of morning 

Floating down the valley 
Shall bear the kine's melodious warning 

On the hills to rally. 
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SEE THE MOON 0»ER CLOUDLESS JURA. 

WORDS BY D. WEIR. 

Jiir — * Rousseau*! Dream.' 

See the moon o'er cloudless Jura 

Shining on the lake below ; 
Sec the distant mountain towering, 

Like a pyramid of snow. 
Scenes of grandeur, scenes of childhood^ 

Scenes so dear to love and me ! 
Let us roam by bower and wildwood, — 

All is lovelier when with thee. 

On Leman*8 breast the winds are ng^diig, 

All is silent in the grove, 
And the flowers with dew drops glistemng*, 

Sparkle like the eye of love. 
Nignt so calm, so clear, so cloudless, 

Blessed night to love and me ! 
Let us roaml>y bower and fountain, — 

All is lovelier when with thee. 



SHE SUNG, BUT AFRAID OF HER OWN SWEET VOICE. 

WORDS BT B. WBIR. — ^MUSIC BT F. W. CROUCH. 

She sung— but afraid of her own sweet vmce, 

Each note of the music all tremblingly came ; 
And it stole o*er the heart like the winds that rejoice, 

When the flowerets of summer are breathing the same 
O was it the music with sofl flowing swell, 

T^at spoke to her heart and awaken'd the sigh ? 
Ah I no, It was love, and her blushes might tell. 

That she trembled to sing for her lover was nigh. 

Love's bondage is strong — ^but as delicate too, 

And hearts that are fondest, are soonest afraid ; 
Love shrinks from the gaze like the bird from our view, 
That sings the night long in the depths of the shade. 
Like the nightingale too, Young Ellen covild sing. 

And as sweet would the notes of her witchery tell ! 
JBat charm'd with its sweelnesa TL.o\e fLw.x.\)&T'd his wing, 
While she sigh'd, and she\A.Ms\ve^,>i)lao' ^^aa^w^ftX^^ici^^. 



1^- 
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SHEPHERDS, I HAVE LOST MY LOVE. 

Air — * Banks of Banna.* 

Shepherds, I have lost my love, 
■ Hi^ve you seen, my Anna ? 
. Pride of every shady grove, 
* ypon the banks of Banna. 
I for her my home forsook, 
r^ear yon misty mountain, 
. . Xieft my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
The greenwood tbade and fonntaiii. 

J^ever shall I see them more, - 

Until her returning; 
N Ail the jovs of life are o'er, 

From guidncss changed to moamiag. 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 

Shepherds, tell me whither. 
Ah ! wo for me ! perhaps she 'g gone 

For ever and for iever. 



t ' 



SAT,. MY HEART, WHY WILDLY BEATING. 

BIIISIO B7 WEBIR. 

Sa r, my heart, why wildly beating ; 

Dost thou such emotion prove ? 
Canst thou, when thy lover meeting, 
Fear his truth or doubt his love ? 
No ! fondly no, my bosom siehs, 
No I ffently no, my heart repLes. 
Then fond heart be silent ever — 

Be thy wild emotion o'er ; 
For with doubts and fearing never 
I Shall thou throb — no, no, no, never more. 

•. Ciffht of life and life's best blessing. 
Is the love that meets return ; 
Shall! that rich boon possessing. 
E'er the niatchl(*ss blessing spurn ? 
Nol fondly no, my boHoiu SYgVitt, 
No! gently no, my heart Te\)Vve». 
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Then be joy my inmate ever, 
Since each anxious dread is o'er : 

For with fear and doubting never 
Shall it throb — no, no, no, never more. 



A SOLDIER'S GRATITUDE. 

MUSIC BY BISHOP. 

Whate'er my fate, where'er I roam, 

By sorrow still oppress'd, 
I *11 ne'er forget the peaceful home, 

That gave a wand rer rest. 
Then ever rove life's sunny banks . 

By sweetest flow'rets strew'd, 
Still nmy you claim a soldier's thanks, 

A solaier's gratitude. 



The tender sigh the balmy tear, 

That meek ey'd pity gave. 
My last expiring hour shall cheer. 

And bless the wand'rer's grave. 
Then ever rove life's sunny banks, 

By sweetest flow'rets strew'd, 
Still may you claim a soldier's thanks, 

A solcuer's gratitude. 



SING ON SWEET BIRD. 

WORDS BT D. WEIR. — MUSIC BY MR. 81M80N. 



.•• 



Sing on sweet bird, sing on sweet bird. 

No sorrow 's in thy lay ; ' 

It wakes remembrance of the past, 

Of him that 's far away. 
He 's far away, he 's far away, t.* 

That aye was kind to me, 4 

An green 's the grass on Colin's grave. 

Beyond the stormy sea. 

Sing on sweet bird, sinff on sweet bird, 

'The gowan's on the lea ; . , ^ ,. 

And spring returns with joy to all. 
But sadness brings to me. 

I lonely sit frae morn to night. 
Your joy adds to my wo ; 

For when upon tYioae -wee^ft WwJb.^ 
Well may the iew-Axo^ft ?Loyj . 
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Sing on sweet bird, sinff on sweet bird, 

Thou sit'st thy mate MHde ; 
I thought to be as glad u you 

When I was Cohn's bride. 
And Colin promis'd to be here, 

Ere summer would return ; 
Alas ! alas how vain is hope — 

And I am left to mourn. 



SHALL I TELL YOU WHOM I LOVE. 

WRITTEN BT WILLIAM DEOWITE, 1616. 

Shall I tell you whom I love ? 

Hearken, then, awhile to me; 
And if such a woman move 

As I now shall veraifie, 
Be assured, 't is she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 

Nature did her so much right. 

As she scorns the help of Art ; 
In as many virtues dight 

As e'er yet embraced a heart; 
So much good, so truly tried, 
Some for less were deified. 

Wit she hath, without desire 

To make known how much she hath ; 
And her anger flames no higher 

Than may fitly sweeten wrath : 
Full of pity as may be, 
Though, perhaps, not so to me. 

Reason masters every sense, 
And her virtues grace her birth ; 

Lovely as all excelfence ; 
Modest in her mode of mirth : 

Likelihood enough to prove 

Only worth could kindle love. 

Such she is, and, if you know 

Such a one as I have sung, 
Be she brown, or fair, or , so 

That she be but somewhile young, 
Be assured, 't is she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 

16* 
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SLIGHTED LOVE. 

W<»IM BT W. T. MOHCBICFF. 
Ad0pted to Caraffa^t famnite Air — ^ Fra Unte Angoscie.' 

If sliffhted love thou e'er had'st known, 

If e er its pangs were thine, 
X)hf in the memory of thine own 

Thou 'dst feel and pity mine. 

But never mayst thou prove 

How wretched is their fate, 
Who sigh but dare not love. 

Yet feel they <;annot hate. 

Who fondly fan the fire 

That bums their lives away, 
And nurse the mad desire 

To which they fall a prey. 

SLEEP ON, MY KATHLEEN DEAR. 

Sleep on, sleep on, my Kathleen dear. 

May peace possess thy breast ; 
Thou dost not dream thy Dermot 's here 

Deprived of peace and rest. 
The birds sing sweet, the morning breaks, 

Those joys are none to me ; 
Tho' nature sleeps, poor Dermot wakes 

To none but love and thee ! 

THE BOAT OF MY LOVE. 

nUSIC BT TURNBULL. 

The bright sterns of e'enin' now glint through the mist, 
And the moon yonder dark heavin' billows has kiss'd : 
The boat of my lover is far, far awa' — 
Oh ! westlin' winds, o'er his white sail gently blaw. 
The lintwhite and gowdspink are gane to their rest, 
Ilk birdie's bit wing's faulded sail m its nest : 
Hark ! the moanin' w'md?» NoVtet — \.Vvciw wt still far awa', 
Oh ! haste thee, ere iem^eaXa «5ooau \5k^ >ckft^^\J«c<w . 
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"he night darkens roun' me, oh ! when shall I see, 
'o cheer my leal heart the blvthe fflint o' thine e*e ; 
•h • when o'er the waves will thy light bark appear ? 
>h ! when will the dash of thine oar strike mine eai^! 



THEY SAY MY LOVE IS DEAD. 

MUSIC BT LINLBT. 
RECITATIVE. 

J8T ! to her notes of wo that float upon the air, 
Like the sofl murmur of the distant wave ! 
[ark her, 'lorn maid ! twin'd amid her raven hair, 
he violet, long withered, and meek dtisy mingle there; 
iTith weeds and wild-flowers rudely o*er her strewn, 
oor heart — distracted one ! thy grief is like mine own ; 
Having nor end nor home — -but ^n the grave ! 

AIR. 

They say my love is dead — 

Gone to his green turf bed ; 
But the bonny moon shines red where he 's laid ; 

He gave me flowers three, 

Down beside yon willow U-ee, 
And he '11 come again to me ere they fade. 
Oh ! yes, he will come, &c. 

The glow-worm hath a hght 

For the fairy queen of night, 
But my true love's shroud so white lighteth me ; 

*T is whiter than the snow 

That sparkles on the bough, 
Where sweet Robin singeth now merrily, 
Where sweet, &c. 

'T is hallowmass e'en, 

And around the holy green 
The fairy elves are seen tripping light ; 

And thither I must be, 

Ere their queen has left the lea; 
For she comes to marry me to my own true love. 
She comes, &c. 
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THEY MOURN ME DEAD IN BfY FATHER'S HALL 

WOEDfl BY EDWABD FITZBALL. — MU8I0 BT 6. HERBERT BOBWKU. 

RECITATITE. 

Thet mourn me dead in my father's hall, 
The black banner waves o'er its tower , 

While bitterly weeps my forsaken love, 
In her long neglected bower. 

▲IR. 

- Ah ! maidan, cease those pearly tears, 
And give &y lute its tone, 
For a penitent knight returns to thine arms 

Ana the joys of the days that are ffone. 
The harp snail sound in my father's liall. 

The ffay minstrel merrily sing ; 
And viBage bells greeting mv glad return. 
Our sweet bridtQ peal shall ring. 
Then maiden cease, &c. 



THE MOON ARRAYED IN ALL HER PRIDE. 

WORDS BT MRS. 6. SHARP. — ^MUSIC BY C. E. HORlf. 

The moon array 'd in all her pride, 

Sat smiling o er the purple fell ; 
When Helen sought the silver tide. 

That wander'd through the flow'ry dell, 

* Haste, soldier, haste,' she wildly sung. 

The bridal waits poor Helen Trevor, 
Her wakening chords sad echo strung, 
And mourmul sigh'd — poor Helen Trevor. 

So sweet that voice's meanings low. 
Each zephyr held his trembling wing ; 

The Bulbul hush'd his half-bream'd vow, 
To list the lovely maniac sing : 

* Speed, soldier, speed, the warhoop 's past, 

And thou shall \ea,ve tky Helen never I 
Speed from the lTuin.v^\?% ^"^^^^ \JV^aV^ 
Wild echo dreainmgmuxmxix'^Ttfs^et. 
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The silent stars had sunk to rest, 

And dark and drear that silver flood; 
The moon had doflTd her golden cresti 

When Helen on its margin stood ', 
* Wake, soldier, wake, thy Helen save/ 

With sullen moan the waters sever, 
The birch weeps o'er fair Helen's grave, 

And echo's note is hush'd — forever. 



THE BRAES O' GLENIFFER. 

WRITTEN B7 TANNAHILL. 
Jtir — * Jessie.' 

Keen blaws the wind o'er the braes o* Glenifier, 

The auld castle turrets are cover'd wi' snaw ; 
How chang'd frae the time when I met wi' my lover 

Aman^ the broom bushes by Stanley green shaw ! 
The wila flow'rs o' simmer were spread a' sae bonnie, 

The mavis sang sweet frae the green birken tree ; 
But far to the camp they hae march'd my dear Johnie, 

And now it is winter wi' nature and me. 

Then ilk thin^ around us was blithesome and cheerie, 

Then ilk thmg around us was bonnie and braw ; 
Now naethin^ is heard but the wind whistling drearie, 

And naethm^ is seen but the wide-spreading snaw. 
The trees are a bare, and the birds mute and dowie ; 

They shake the cauld drill frae their wings as they flee ', 
And chirp out their plaints, seeming wae for my Johnie ', 

*T is wmter wi' them, and *t" is winter wi' me. 

Ton cauld sleetly cloud skiffs alang the bleak mountain, 

And shakes the dark firs on the steep rocky brae, 
While down the deep glen bawls the snaw-flooded fountain, 

That murmur'd sae sweet to my laddie and me. 
It 's no its loud roar, on the wintry wind swellin', 

It 's no the cauld blast brings the tear i' my e'e ; 
For, O ! gin I saw but my bonnie Scots callan, 

Tlie dark days o' winter were simmer to me. 
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THE HAMEWARD SONG. 

WmiTTBN BT HUSH AimUl. 

Each whirl of the wheel, 

Each step brings me nearer 
The hame of my youth — 

Every object grows dearer. 
Thae hills and thae huts, 

And thae trees on that green, 
Losh ! they glowre in my face 

Like some kindlie aula &ien\ 

E'en the brutes they look social 

As fif they would crack, 
And uie sang of the bird 

Seems to welcome me back. 
O ! dear to our hearts 

Is the hand that first fed us. 
And dear is the land 

And the cottage that bred us. 

And dear are the comrades 

With whom we once sported, 
And dearer the maiden 

Whose love we first courted : 
Joy's ima^ may perish, 

£'en gnef die away, 
But the scenes of our youth 

Arc recorded for aye. 



THE LASS OF ARRANTEENIE. 

WBITTEK BY TANVilHILL. 

wfltr—' Highland Mary.* 

Far lone, amanff the Highland hills, 

'Midst Nature s wildest grandeur. 
By rocky dens, and woody glens. 

With weary steps I wander : 
The langsome way, the darksome day, 

The mountain mist sae rainy, 
Are nought to me, vrVieii ^ojon. to thee, 

Sweet laaa of AxiaxL\£eiu!&. 
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Far, far o'er hill and dell . . 
Flow on thou shining river . 
Fly not yet thou radiant nioim 

Fairies' song 129 

Fare thee well, and if, &c. (old) 133 
Fare theo well, tbe meat is, &.r. 
Farewell ! if ever fondest prayer 
For England, when, with, ie.c. . 173 
Friend of my soul 174 



GtH)d-by BO 

(•azelle 44 

(ientle Zitella whither awmy . TC 
(■aily the troubadour . . . ; flB 
(nH)d night, good night, my dcAfeitUO 
Gaily sounds the castanet ... Ill 
Colnen-tressed Adelaide ... 181 
(jood morrow to the morning new IBl 
Gin L had a wee house, an' a GUI- 

ty wee tire 196 

Go, youth beloved, to dhrtuit 

glades fSfl 

Gloomy winter 's now awa' . .flOB 
GihmI night, an' joy be wi> yoa a* SM 
Hark! the dee|)cning voice of WW IS 

Highland Mary S 

Hark! the vesper hymn is stealing 31 

Home, sweet home 9 

Hurrah for the Emerald Isle . . 45 
He comes from the wars ... 46 
How sweet at evening's dewy hour 63 
How brightly nature bloomed . 6B 
Ho|)e told a flattering tale . . . 6S 

Homage to Charlie 77 

Huntsman's call 78 

Hunter's Horn 79 

Huntsman's song and chorus . . 80 

Hark, hark, away 81 

Huntsman 8B 

Hark the goddess Diana ... SI 
Hark echo, sweet echo . . . . 8S 
Hunter's Song ....*.. 8S 
How dear to my heart are the, fcc. 8S 

Happy hours 96 

Hours there were 118 

Hark the muffled drum .... 190 

Home 193 

Hero in co<>l grot 131 

Hey! the bonny breast knots . . 196 
How sweet at close of silent eve 138 

Harper's Song 140 

Happy Swiss Boy 145 

Hero we meet too soon to part . 149 

Heaving the lead 173 

He loves, and rides away . . . 176 
VM I How sweet in the woodlandi fcc 190 
loG ; Hifrk, hark, the skylark . . . Sll 

Hail to the chief S19 

It is not for thine eye .... 14 



99 
110 
UK 
122 

127 



Friendship 183 i 1 can bid you good morning 

Farewell to the land, where the , I love the village church . 

gloom of my glory 199 I have loved thee .... 

Forget me not 207 

Farewell dearest 208 

Friendship may be sweet . . . 5209 
Flow on, flow on, my native 



. 90 

. 30 

. 35 
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Swiss boy 144 

Swiss maid 144 

Sure have you seen, a nail machine 145 
Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled 150 
tSinft the cheering rosary ... 153 
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